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Spoken by Mr. W1L KS. 


V HE N Strife diſt urbs, or Shth corrupts an Age, 
Keen Satyr is the Buſineſs 752 1 Stage. 
When the Plain Dealer writ, he laſb d thoſe Crimes 
Which then infeſted nt the modiſh Times: 
But now, when Faction ſleeps, and Shth is fled, 
And all aur Youth in active Fields are bred ; 
When thr GREAT Britain's fair extenſive Round, 
The Trumps of Fame, the Notes of Union ſound, 
When Anxa's Sceptre points the Laws their Courſe, 
And ber Example gives her Precepts Force : 
There ſcarce is room for Satyr ; all our Lays 
Muſt be, or Songs of Triumph, or of Praiſe : 
But as in Grounds beſt cultivated, Tares 
And Poppies riſe among the Golden Ears; 
Our Praduct fo, fit for the Field or School, 
Muſt mix with Nature's Favourite Plant. Fool, 
A Weed that has ts twenty Summers ran, 
Shoots up in Stalk, and vegetates to Man. 
Simpling our Authar goes from Field to Field; 
And culls fuch * ools as may Diverſion yield; 
And, Thanks te Nature, there's na want of thoſe, 
For Rain or Shine, the thriving Coxcomb grows, 
Follies to Night we ſheww ne er laſÞ4 betore, 
Yet ſuch as * ature fhews you ev'ry Hour ; 
Nor can the Pictures give a juſt Offence, 
For Fools are made for Jeſt to Men of Senſe. 
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Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
MEN. 


l | Two Gentlmen of 
 Aimwell, broken Fortunes, Mr. Mill. 
the firſt as Maſter, 
Archer, end the ſecond as{ Mr. With. 
Servant. 
A French Officer 
Count Bellair, Friar a Lcd Mr. Bowman. 
A Country Block- 
Cullen, bead, bel obo Mr 3 
Fromes, 51 — L. x 
: A Prieſt, Chaplain' 

. Foigard, - - — Mr. Bowman. 
Gibbet, 12 Mr. Cibber. 
Booker ow, { His Companions. 

Baniface, Landlord of the Inn. Mr. Bulleck. 
b * ServanttoM:.Sullen. Mr. Norris. 


WOMEN. 
An old. civil, Coun- 


; * 


Lady Bountiful, 4 Neighbours of all þ Mrs. Porel., 
Dittempers, and * 


* fooliſhly fond of 

5 her Son Sullen. 

A Dorinda. L. Beuatiſuls Daughter. Mrs Bradſhaw. 
Ms. Sallen, Her Daughter in-Law. Mrs. Oldfield. 
WE: Cipfy, Maid to the Ladies. Mrs. Milk. 


: Inn. 
SCENE, LITCHFIELD. 


The Landlord's 
J Daughter in 5 Mrs. Bignal. 
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SCENE, An Inn. 


2 
Enter Boniface running. 

Seed Hamberlain, Maid, Cherry, Daughter Cher- 

es; all aſleep? all dead? __ 


Ss C 8 Enter Cherry running. 

8880 Cher. Here, here. Why d'ye baul ſo, 
| Father? d'ye think we have no Ears? 

Ran. You deſerve to have none, you young 


- 
—_ 


Mins :; 
The Company of the Harrington Coach has ſtood in 


the Hall this Hour, and no Body to ſhew them to their 
Chambers. CEE 


Cher. And let em wait, Father; there's neither Red 
Coat in the Coach, nor Footman behind it. 

Ban. But they threaten to go to another Inn to Night. 

Cher. That they dare not, tor fear the Coachman ſhould 


over-turn them to-morrow Coming, coming: Here's 3 
the London Coach arriv'd. 1 Ec 1 


* 
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(Exit with the Company. 
Enter Aimwell in a riding Habit, Archer as Footman, 
carrying a Portmanteau. 
Bon. This way, this way, Gentlemen. 
Aim. Set down the Things; go to the Stable, and ſee 
my Horſes well rubb'd. 
Arch. | ſhall, Sir. [ Exit. 
Aim. You're my Landlord, I ſuppoſe ? 
Bon. Yes, Sir, I'm old ill. Boniface, pretty well 
known upon this Road, as the Saying is. 
Aim O! Mr. Boniface, your Servant. 
Bon. O, Sir. —W hat will your Honour pleaſe to drink, 


as the Saying is? 
Aim. I have heard your Town of Litchfield much fam'd 
for Ale, I think; Ill taſte that. | / 


Bon. Sir, I have now in my Cellar ten Tun of the beſt 
Ale in Scafforalſbire; tis ſmooth as Oil, tweet as Milk, clear 
as Amber, and ſtrong as Brandy; and will be juſt fourteen 
Years old the fifth Day of next March Old Stile. 

F 2 You're very exact, I find, in the Age of your 
Bon. As punctual, Sir, as I am in the Age of my Chil- 
dren: I'll ew you ſuch Ale——Heere, Tapfis, broach 
Number 1706, as the Saying is ;—Sir, you hall taſte my 
Anno Domini——| have liv'd in Litchfield, Man and Boy, 


above eight and fifty Years, and, I believe, bave not con- 


ſum'd eight and fifty Ounces of Meat. 
Aim. At a Meal, you mean, if one may gueſs your 
Senſe by your Bulk. | 
Bon. Not in my Life, Sir, I have fed purely upon Ale; 
5 leon. ext ay Ale, rank” ay Ale, nas 3 wage frep 
Ale. x, 
. Enter Tapſter withgg, Bottle and Glaſs. : 
X _ Now, Sir, you ſhall ſee (A it out.) Your Worſhip's 


Health: (Drinks. ) Ha! delicious, delicious fancy it 
Burgundy, 
'Quar 


only fancy it, and tis worth 2 
c. m. 
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Aim. ( Drinks.) Tis confounded ftrong. | 

Bon. Strong! it muſt be fo, or how ſhould we be ſtrong 
that drink it? | | 
1 And have you liv'd fo long upon this Ale, Land- 

Bon. Eight and Years upon my Credit, Sir ; but 
it kilFd my Wite, — Woman, as the Saying is. 

Aim. How came that to | 

Box. I don't know, Sir; ſhe would not let the Ale take 
its natural Courſe, Sit; ſhe was for qualifying it every nov? 


* 


and then with a Dram, as the Saying is; and an honeſt 


Gentleman that came this way from [re/and, made her a 
preſent of a dozen Bottles of Uſquebaugh— but the 
poor Woman was never well aſter: But, however, I was 
oblig'd to the Gentleman you know. 

Aim. Why, was it the Uſquebaugh that kill'd her ? 
Bon. My Lady Bounti/jul ſaid fo——She, good Lady, 
did what could be done; ſhe cured her of three Iympa- 
nies, but the fourth carry'd her oi; but ſhe's happy, and 
Pm contented, as the Saying is. 

Aim Who's that Lady Bountiful you mention'd ? 

Ben. Ods my Life, Sir, we'll drink ber Health. (Drinks. } 
My Lady Bountiful is one of the beſt of Women: Herlaſt 
Hu ſband, Sir Charles Bountiful, left her worth a Thou> 
fand Pound a Year; and, I believe, ſhe lays out one balf 
on't in Charitable Uſes for the good of her Neighbour 

e cures Kheumanims, Ruptures and broken Shins in 
Men; Green- Sickneſs. Obftructons, and gts of the Mother 
in Women ;—— The King's Exi in-cough. ang. *il> 
blains in Children la fhort, ſhe has cured more People © 
in and about Liickñ eld within ten Years, than the Doctors 
have kilFd ig twenty; and that's a bold Word. 

Aim. Has the Lady been any other way uſeful in her 


Generation ? 


Ban. Yes, Sir, ſhe has a Daughter by Sir Charles, the 
fineſt Woman in all our Country, and the greateſt For- 
tune: She has a Son too, by her firſt Huſband, Squire 4 
Sullen, who marry'd a fine Lady from London t'other 3 
Day; if you pleaſe, Sir, we'll drink his Health. 

Aim. What ſort of Man is he? 

A4 


Bon. 


_ therSre willing to reimbut ie us a * ot em lodges 


( Pointing to his Forehead. 

Aim. He has it there you mean. 

Bon. That's' none of my Buſineſs ; he's my Landlord, 
and fo a Man, you know, wou'd not—But—l cod, he's 
no better than—Sir, my humble Service to you, (Drinks. ) 
Tho' I vajue not a Farthen what he can do to me: I pay 
him his Rent at Quarter-day ; I have a good Running- 
Trade; I have but one Daughter, and I can give her 


But no matter for that. 
ppy, Mr. Boniface ; pray, what 
in Town 7 


Aim. O that's right, you have a pod many of thoſe 
Gentlemen : Pray, how do you like their Company ? 

Ban. So wor, on the ſaying is, that I couid wiſh we had 
as many more of em; they are full of Money, and pay. 
double for every thing they have; they know, Sir, that 
we paid good round | axes for the taking of em, and fo 


in my Houſe. 
Enter Archer. TY 


Arch Landlord there are ſome French Gentlemen below 
that aſk for you. | 
Bon. I'll wait on em: Does your Maſter ſtay long in 
own, as the Saying is ? ATo Archer. 
Arch. 1 can't tell, as the Saying is. 
Ban. Come from London? 
Arch. No. 

Bon. Going to London, may hap ? 

Arch. No. 


4 
- 


Ben. 
* 


; 
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| Bon. An odd Fellow this: I beg your Worſhip's Par- 

don, I'll wait on you in half a Minute. (Exit. 

Aim. The Coaſt's clear, I fee——— Now, my dear Ar- 
cher, welcome to Litchfield. 

Arch. I thank thee, my dear Brother in Iniquity. 
Aim. Iniquity! prithee leave Canting ; you need not 
charge your Style with your Dreſs. | 

Arch. Don't miſtake me, Aimwe/l, for tis ſtill my 
Maxim, that there is no Scandal like Rags, nor any 
Crime fo ſhametul as E — ** 


im. The World confeſſes it every Day in its Practice, 
tho Men won't own it for their Opinion: Who did that 
worthy Lord, my Brother, fingle out of the Side Box to 
ſup with him t'othet Night? 

Arch. Fack Handicraft, a handſome, well dre's'd, 
mannerly, ſharping Rogue, who keeps the beſt Company 
in Town. 

Aim. Right; and pray, who marry'd my Lady Man- 
Slaughter Cother Day, the great Fortune? 

Arch. Why, Nick Murribone, a profeſs'd Pick 
and a good Bowler; but he makes a handſome Figure, 
- ow in his Coach that he formerly uſed to ride be- 

Aim. But did you obſerve ack Generius in the 
Park laſt Week * 3 

Arch. Yes, with his Autumnal Perriwig, ſhading his 
welancholy Face, his Coat older than any thing but its 
Faſhion. with one Hand idle in his Pocket, and with the 
other pickivg his ufele's Teeth; and rho” the Mall was 
crouded with Company, yet was poor ack as ſingle and 
folitary as a Lion in a Defart. | 

Aim. And as much avoided, for no Crime upon Earth 
but the want of Money. 

| Arch. And that's enough; Men muſt not be poor; Idle- 
ne ſs is the Root of all Evil; the World's wide enough, let 
'em buſtle: Fortune has taken the Weak under her Pro- 
tection, but Men of Senſe are left to their Induſtri 
im. Upon which Topick we proceed, and, I think, 


luckily hitherto: wou'd not any Man ſwear now, that 


F am a Man of Quality, and you my Servant, when if our 


111— 2 1 


Arch. 
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Arch. Come, Come, we are the Men of intrinfick 
Value, who can ftrike our Fortunes out of ourſelves, 
whoſe Worth is i of Accidents in Life, or Re- 
volutions in Government; we have Heads to get Money, 
and Hearts to ſpend it. 7 

Aim. As to our Hearts, I ye, they are as willing 
Tits as any within twenty ; but I can have no 
great Opinion of our Heads from the Service they have 
done us hitherto, unlefs it be that they brought us from 
12 to Litchfield, made me a Lord, and you 

vant. | 
Arch. That's more than could expect already. 
But what money have we eg? 

Ain. But two hundred Pounds. 

Arch. And our Horſes, Cloaths, Rings, Fc. why, we 
have very good Fortunes now for moderate People ; and 
let me tell you, that this two hundred Pound, with Ex- 
perience that we are now Maſters of, is a better Eſtate 
than the Ten we have ſpent, Our Friends indeed began 
to fuſpet, that our Pockets were low, but we came 
off with flying Colours, ſhew'd no Signs of Want either 
in Word or Deed. 

Aim. Ay. and our going to Bruſſe/s was a Pretence 
enough for our ſudden ditappearing ; and, I warrant you, 
our Friends imagine, that we are gone a Volunteering. 

Arch. Why, faith, if this Project fails, it muſt een 
come to that. I am for venturing one of the Hundreds, if 
you will, upon this Knight Errantry ; but in caſe it ſhould 
fail, we'll reſerve the other to carry us to ſome Counter- 


ſcarp, where we may dye as we liv'd, in a Blaze. 


Aim. With all my Heart; and we have liv'd juſtly. 
Archer, we can't fay that we have ſpent our Fortunes, buy 
that we have enjoy'd 'em. 

Arch. Right; ſo much Pleaſure for ſo much I 
we have had our Penny-worths ; and had I Millions, I 
wou d go to the ſame Market again. O London, London! 
well we have had our Share, and let us be thankful : Patt 


© Pleaſures, for aughtT know, are beſt, ſuch as we are ſure 
of. ah - . 


t has ofter griev'd the Heart of me, to ſee how 


ſome inhuman Wretches murder their kind Fortunes ; 


and 


Coles 
42. 


reel 
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theYeſt. Lou ſhall have ſome that live only in their Pa - 
8 B 
Four Mthers are Epicures in Appearances, 

ſhall ith their Nights 16 make # Figure » Days, and 
famiſh tMir own to teed the Eyes of : A contrary 
Sort confillf their Pleaſures to the Dark, and contract their 
ſpacious Aﬀes to the Circuit of a Muff-ſtring. 


Arch. Riſht; but they find the Indies in that Spot 
where they CQpſume em, but I think your kind 


Keepers 
have much th&heit on't ; for they indulge the moſt Senſes 
by one ExpenceNhere's the Seeing, Hearing, and Feeling, 
amply gratify'd ;Ypd ſome Philoſophers will tell you, that 
from ſuch a CommAge, there ariſes a fixth Senſe, that gives 


infinitely more Pleaſe than the other five put together. 
Aim. And to paſs the other Extremity of all 
think thoſe the worſt Yhat their Money. 
Arch. Thoſe are the Yoſt miſerable Wights in Being, 
they deſtroy the Rights N Nature, and di int the 


Bleſſings of Providence: Gyve me a Man that his 
five Senſes keen and bright Aghis Sword, that has em al- 
ways drawn out in their juſt Offer and Strength, with his 
Reaſon, as Commander at the Rad of em, that detaches 
'em by turns upon whatever Pa of Pleaſure 
offers, and commands 'em to at upon the leaſt Ap- 


can ſtick to my Bottle * while my 
and my Reafon hold good; I can be 
þho's Singing, without falling in Love 
I love Hunting, but wou'd not, like Ae 
by my own Dogs; I love a fine Horſe, | 
keep it ; and juſt fo I love a fine Woman. 
Aim. In that laſt Particular you have the b 
_ Ay, =_ ſuch an amorous Puppy, 
a you our Sport ; can't cou 
Paſſion without feeling it. * 
Aim. Tho' the whining Part be out of Doors in 
tis ſtill in Force with the Ladies. And lei; 
tell you, Frank, the Fool in that Paſſion ſhall out do ł 
Knave at any Time. 


be eaten up 
let another 


of me. 
dat Fa 


it the 


Arch. 
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* 


4vch. Then at Norwich, | , which, I chipk, ſhall 
bark for 


_ MA. + (Enter Boniface.) Mum. 
a. t will your Worſhip pleaſe to hav 
Zim. What have you got? l 
Bon Sir, we have a delicate Piece of Reef in the Pot, 
9 4227 | 
im. Meat, I muſt eſs I can't 
eat Beef, Lending k 
Arch. And I hate Pig. ; 
Aim. Hold your prating, do you know who 
you are ? 


- Bon. Pleaſe to beſpeak ſomething ele ; I have every 
thing in the Houſe. 
Aim Have you any Veal 


; : 
in Yod? th, ve hats drberce Lain of Ved on 
Wedneſday laſt. 
Fim. Have you got anfFiſh or Wildfowl ? 


Bon As for Fiſh, y, Sir, we are an inland Town, 
and indiſferently provi 
and then for Wiki | 


with Fiſh, that's the Truth on't ; 
We have a delicate Couple of 
Rabbets. 


Ain. Get me the Rabbers 2 
. Bon. Fricaly's! Lard, Sir, y'll eat much better 
ſmother'd with; Onions. 


Arch Plhagh! damn vour Onions. 
Aim. Again. Sirrah! Well, Landlord, what you 
pleaſe ; 
your 
tafer i 


ong 
ch. Ves, Sir, this will give us Reputation. (Ade. 
| (Brings the Box. 
Aim. Here, Landlord, the Locks are ſealed down both 
for your Security and mine ; it holds ſomewhat above Two 


* F 14 


Cher. Dye call, Father? 
Bon. Ay, Child, you muſt lay by this Box for the 
Gentleman, tis full ot M | 

Cher. Money ! all that Money, why fure, Father the 
———— comes to be choſen Parhament-man. Who 
is 

Bon. No .- he talks of 
keeping his Horſes ready „and of going perhaps at 
A Minute's Warning, or of ſtaying — till the beſt 
part oi this be ſpent. 

Cher. Ay! ten to one, Father, he's a Highway- man. 

Bon. A Highway- man ! upon wy Life, Girl, you have 
hit it, and this Box is ſome new purchaſed Booty 
Now, cou'd we find him out, the Money were ours. 

Cher. He don't belong to our Gang. 

Bon. What Horſes have they ? 

Cher. The Matter rides upon a Black. | 

Bon. A Black! ten to one the Man upon the black 
Mare ; and fince he don't belong to our Fraternity, we 


may betray him with a fafe Conſcience: I don't think it 


2 ” harbour any Rogues but UND) ——— 
Look'e, Child, as the ſaying is, we mu cunningly to 
work; Proots we muſt have; the 2 Servant 


loves Drink, I'll ply him that way ; and ten to one loves a | 


Wench, you muſt work him Yother way. 


1 "ather, wou'd you have me give wy Secret for 


Bon. 


— 


. 


Ro 
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| — — 2 two hundred Pound to 
— Com — Child 
2 Rogue is my Father! ralf i 
b a is my Fa 
deny it.— My Mother was a good, . 
Woman, and I can't tell how far her Nature might 
have extended for the good of her Children. This Land- 
lord of mine, for I think I can call him no more, would 
betray his Gueſt, and debauch his Daughter into the Bar- 
gain, ——by a Footman too! 


£7 


oft, 


1 Enter Archer. * | 
Arch. What Footman, pray, Miſtreſs, is ſo happy as 
to be the Subject of your Con tion? 


Cher. Whoever he is, Friend, he'll be but little the 
A * 1 ſo, for Im ſure did 
Arch. or Im not think of me. 
Cher. — I had? 38 
Arch. Why then you're but even with me, for the 
Minute I came in, I was conſidering in what Manner I 
ſhould make Love to ou. 
Cher. Love to me, Friend? 
Avch. Yes, Child. 
Cher. Child! Manners; if you kept a little more Di- 
tance, Friend, it would become you much better. 
Arch. Diſtance! good Night, Sauce-box. (Going. 
Cher. A pretty F low! Ike his Pride, Sir, pray Sir, 
vou fee, Sit (Archer returns.) I have the Credit to be en- 
truſted with your Maſter's Fortune here, which lets me a 
Degree above his Footman: I hope, Sir, you ar't affrunted. 
Arch. Let me look you full in the Face, and I'll tell you 2 
whether you can affront me or no. —Y'death, Child, 
you have a puir of delicate Eyes, and you don't know 
what todo with 'em 
Cher. Why, Sir, don't I ſee every Body? | 
Arch. Ay, but if ſome Women had em, they wou'd 
kill every Body, Prithee inftru&t me, I wou'd fain 
make Love to you, but I don't know what to (ay. | 


Cher. Why, did you never make Love to any Body 
before ? 

Arch. Never to a Perſon of your Figure, I can aſſure 
you, Madam; wy Addreſſes have been always con find to 


People 


28. 8 3 „ 


FES 


© 9 Fn fir 


— 
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But od 
es NN. Me lan ll 


Cher. . 

you gon ms ad ns 
Ay, wy De, me while . i r 
Nn d Hen 12 


6) Dank 


wy 2 ot There's a frarmof Cupids, Sa Pens oh 


has done the Bufineſs much better. 


Cher. 1 as well as I. (Hide. 


What's your Name, Sir 
Arch. Name! I gad, 1 have forgot it (cl) Oh! 
Martin. 


Cher. Where were you born? 

Arch. In St. Martin's Pariſh. 
Cher. What was your Father ? 
Arch. St. Martin's Pariſh. 


pon 

Cher That you're very impudent. 

Arch. That you're very handſome. 

Cher. That yuu're a Footman. 

Arch. That you're an Angel. 

Cher. I ſhalt be rude. 

Arch. So ſhall I. 

Cher. Let go my Hand. | 

Arch. Give me a Kiſs. (Kiſſes ber. 

(Call without, Cherry, 

Cher. mn My F-ther calls; you plaguy Devil, 
how durſt you ſtop my Breath fo? Offer to follow me 
one ſtep, if you dare. 

Arch. A fair Challange, by this Light; this is a pretty 
fair o aing of an Adventure ; ne we cen HENS 
and fo Fortune be our Guide. 


WAGE. 


1 wit chore ha dey e, =, _ 
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EE 


they A 


SEB YE og ware 


my 
2 and Friend to the Wife, 
XA 


non all its Life But 

brought it to a Caſe of Separation, det np yon cage ©- 
your Husband? My Brother is firſt, the moſt con- 

nt Man alive. i 

Mrs. Sul. The moſt conſtant Husband, 3 

Dor. He never fleeps from yo 

Mis. Sul. No, he always ſleeps with me. 

Dor. He allows you a Maintenance ſuitable to your 


roof A Maintenance ! 32 take me, Madam, 
for an Hoſpital Child, chat I n:uft fir down, and bleſs my 
BenefaQors, for Meat, Drink, and Cloaths? As I take it, 
Madam, I brought your Brother ten 'Thoufand Pounds, 
out of which | might expect ſome pretty Things, cad 
Pleaſures. 


Dor. You fhace in all the Pleaſutes that the Country 
affords. 


MN. Sul. Country Pleaſures! Racks and Torments! 
Tt Child, that my Limbe were quade for * 
5 


THE BEAUX STRATAGEM. „„ 
of Ditches, and clambering over Stiles; or that Wy Pa- 
rents witely foreſeeing my forure Hoppinets in country 
Pleaſures, had early inſtructed me in rural Accompliſh- 

drinking fat Ale, playing at Whiſt, and ſmoaking 


ments of dri 


Tobacco wi Huſband ; or of 1 ing Plaiſters, brew- 
mg of Diet-drinks, and it i — C—_ 
good old Gentlewoman my Mother-in-law ? 

Dor. Pm ſorry, Madam, that it is not more in our Pow- 
er to divert you; I cou'd wiſh, indeed, that our Enter- 
; tainments were a little more polite, or your Taſte a little 

leſs refin'd : But, pray, Madam, how came the Poets and 

Philoſophers, that labour d ſo much in hunting after Plea- 

ſure, to it at laſt in a Country Life? 

Mrs. Sul. Becaule 22 Money, Child, to find 


out the Pleaſures of the Town: Did you ever ſee a Poet or 
3 Philoſopher wotth ten thouſand Pound ? If you can ſhew 
* me ſuch a Man, Pl lay fifty Pound you'll find him fome 
it; where within the Weekly Bills. —Not that I diſapprove 
ils, rural Pleaſures as the Poets have painted them; in their 
fe, — every Phill;s has her Coridon, every mur- 
W» {|  muring and every flow'ry Mead gives freſh Alarms 
— to Love—Beſides, you'll find that their C were ne- 
— ver marry'd: — But — I ſee my Coridon, and a ſweet 
* Swain it is Heaven Come, Drina, don't be 
on- angry, he's my Huſband, and your Brother: and between 


both, is he not a fad Brute? 
Dor. I have nothing to ſay to your Part of him, you're 
the beſt judge AE 
1 Mrs. Sal. O Siſter, Sifter ! if ever you marry, beware 
our _ of a fullen. ſilent Sor, one that's always muſing. but never 
thinks. There's ſome Diverfion in a talking Blockhead ; 


am, and fince a Woman mult wear Chains, I wou'd have rtke 
wy Pleafure of hearing ein rattle a little. Now you ſhall fee, 
elit, 


bur take this by the way; —He came home this Morning 


nds, et kis uſual Hour of Four, waken'd me out of a ſweer 

ad Dream of ſomething eiſe, by tumbling over the Tea table 

| which he broke all to Pieces; after his Man and he had 

atry roll'd about the Room, like fick Paſſengers in a Storm, he 
Icon es flounce into Bed, dead as a Salmon into a Fiſkmongs 
nts! + er's Baſket; his Feet cold as ice, his Breath hot as a. Fur- * 

Fol |  nace, and his Hands and rr 

a * 


4 
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nen Night-Cap—Oh Matrimony lle toſſes up the 
Cleacks whe barkerene — 2 
ders the whole of my Bed, leaves me half naked, 
and my whole Night's is the tuneful Serenade of 
8 tingal, S the Pleaſure of 

I melancholy a ing Huſband! 
CS . 500 Hel bo ee EE 
a well bred Man, he will my Pardcn. 


Enter 
Sul. My Head akes 
Mrs. Sal. Will you be my Dear, to drink 
be > > ? it may do your Head good. 
Dor. Coffee, Brother? | - 
Sul. Pſhaw. 
Mrs. Sul. Will you pleaſe to dreſs and go to Church 
with me? the Air may help you. 
Sul. Scrub. | 
Enter Scrub. | 
Scrub. Sir. 


Sul. What Day o'th' Week is this? 

Scrub. Sunday, an't pleaſe your Workhip. 
Sul. Sunday! bring me a Dram; and d'ye hear, ſet 
out the Veniſon-Paſty, and a Tankard of Strong Beer upon 
the Hall-Table, Pl] go to Breakfaſt. (Going. 

Der. Stay, ſtay, Brother, you ſhan't get off ſo; you 
were very naughty laſt Night, and muſt make your Wite 
— come, come Brother, won't you aſk Par- 
don 

Sul. For what? Fo, 

Der. For being drunk laſt Night. | 

Ful. I can afford it, can't 1? | 

- Mrs. Sul. But I can't, Sir, | 

Sud Then you may let it alone. 

Mrs. Jul. But I muſt tell you, Sir, that this is not to 
be borne. 

Sul. Im glad on't. 

Mrs. Sul. What is the Reaſon, Sit, that you uſe me 
thus inbuinanly ? | 

Sul. Scrub. 

Scrub. Sir. 


NFPpgegrrae =. ©» .cmmmt: 


= } 


um. 


Sul. 


wy op wy oy. 


e me 


Sul. 
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Sul. Get things ready to ſhave my Head. (Exit. 
Mrs. Sul. Have a care of coming near his Temples, 


Scrub, for feat you meet ſomething there that may turn the 
Edge of your —Inveterate Stupidity ! Did you ever 


know fo hard, fo obſtinate a Spleen as his? O Sifter, 
Siſter ! I ſhall never ha' good of the Beaſt till I get him to 
Town; London, dear London is the Place far managing 
and breaking a Huſband. 

Der. And has not a Huſband the ſame 
there for humbling a Wife? 

Mrs. Sul. No, no, Child, tis a flanding Maxim in 
Conjugal Diſcipline, that when a Man wou'd enflave his 
Wite, he hurries her into the Country; and when a 
Lady wou'd be arbitrary with her Huſband, ſhe wheedles 
her Booby up to Fown. —A Man dare not play the Ty- 
rant in London, becauſe there are fo many Examples to 
encourage the Subject to rebel. O Dorinda, Dorin. la a 
fine Woman may do any thing in London: © my Con- 
ſcience ſhe may raiſe an Army of forty. thouſand 
Der. I fancy, Sitter, you have a mind to be trying your 


.. 


French Count to your Colours atready. 


Mrs. Sul. The French are a People that can't live with 
out their Gallantries. . 8 


( Der. And fome Engliſh that I know, Siſter, are not 
L 7 


eſe to ſuch Amutements. ; 

Mrs. Sul. Well, Sitter, fince the Truth muſt out, it may 
do as well now as hereafter ; I think, one way to rouſe my 
Lethargick fot:iſh Huſband, is to give him a Rival; Se- 
curity begets Negligence in all People, and Men muſt be 
alarm'd to make eim alert in their Duty: Women are like 
Pictures, of no Value in the Hands of a Fool, till he hears 
Men of Senfe bid high tor the Purchaſe. 

Dor. This might do, Sifter, it my Brother's. Under- 
ſtanding were to be convinc'd into a Patlion for you; but 
I fancy, there's a natural Ave: fion of his Side; and I tan 
Siſter, that you don't come much behind him, if you dea 
fairly. | 4 

Mrs. Sul. I own it, we are united Contradi Vans, Fe 
and Water; but I cou'd be contented, with a gert many 


other Wives, to humout the cenſotious Mob, 3 


B a 


Power that way here in Litchſell; you have drawn the 


, 


? 
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the World an Appearance tro GEmble ail 


of rouſing your Huſband by this Artißce to a counterfeit 
Kindneſs, he ſhould awake into a real Fury? 
Sul. Let him: If I can't entice him to the 
oke him to the other. 

how muſt I behave myſelf between ye? 

Sul. You muſt aſſiſt me. 


en- 
tire Friend : 17 1 goa tep beyond the Bounds of Ho- 
nour, leave me; ti | then, I expe ſhould go along 
with me in every thing ; while I truſt my Honour in your 
Hands, you may truſt your Brother's in mine The 
Count is to dine here to Day. 


Dar. "Tis a ftran — Siſter, that I can't like 
that Man. WF 


Mrs. Sul. You like nothing, your time is not come; 
Love and Death have their Fatalities, and ſtrike home one 
time or other :— You'll pay for all one Day, I warrant 
ye—But come, my Lady's Tea is reacy, and 'tis al- 


molt Church-time. e (Exit. 
SCENE, The Ins. 


Enter Aimwell dreſs'4, and Archer. 


Aim. And was ſhe the Daughter of the Houſe? 

Arch. "The Landlord is fo ling as to think ſo; but _ 
dzre ſwear the has better Blood in her Veins. : 

Aim. Why doft think fo? 

Arch. Becauſe the Baggage has a pert Je ne ſcai quoi, 
r 

apours 
— By which Diſcoveries I gueſs that you know more 
of 

Arch. Not yet, faith; the Lady gives herſelf Airs, ſor- 
ſooth, nothing under a Gentleman. 
Aim. Let we take ber in hand. 


Arch. 
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Arch. Say one Word more o that, and Fil declare my- 
ſelf, ſpoil your Sport there, and every where elſe; look 
ne 
Ain Right; and therefore you pimp for your 
Maſt 10 


er. 

Arch. In the uſual Forms, good Sir, after I have ſerv'd 
myſelf. —But to our Buſineſs—You are fo well dreſs'd, 
Tom, and make fo handſome a Figure, that I fancy you 
may do Execution in a Country Church; the exterior 
Part ſtrikes firſt, and you're in the right to make that Im- 
preſſion favourable. 

Aim. There's ſomething in that which may turn to Ad- 
vantage; The Appearance of a Stranger in a Country 
Church draws as many Gazers as a ing Star; no 
ſooner he comes into the Cathedral, but a Train of Whiſ- 

run round the Congregation in a Moment; — Who 
is he? Whence comes he ? Do you know him?— Then 
I. Sir, tips me the Verger with half a Crown; he pockets 
the Simony, and inducts me into the beſt Pew in the 
Church; I pull out my Snuff-box, turn myſelf round, 
bow to the Biſhop, or the Dean, if he be the command- 
ing Officer; fingle out a Beauty, rivet both my Eyes to 
hers, ſet my Note a bleeding by the Strength of Imagi- 
nation, and ſhew the whole Church my Concern, by my 
endeavouring to hide it; after the Sermon, the whole 
Town gives me to her for a Lover, and by perſuading the 
Lady that I am a dying for her, the Tables are turn'd, 
and the in good earneſt falls in Love with me. 

Arch. There's nothing in this, Tom, without a Prece- 
dent; but inſtead of Riveting your Eves to a Beauty, try 
to fix m upon a Fortune, that's our Buſinefs at preſent. 

Aim. Pſhaw, no Woman can be a Beauty without a 


Fortune Let me alone, for I au a Mark's- man. 
Arch. Tom. | 


Aim. Ay. 

Arch. When were you at Church before, pray? 

Aim. Um  ——| was there at the Coronation. 

Arch. And how can you expect a Bleſſing by going to 
Church now ? 


Ain. Bleſſing! nay, Frank, I aſk but for a Wiſe. (Ex. 


Aim. 


z 


; TY 


- + att") 
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Arch. Truly the Man is not very unreaſonable in his 
Demands. (Exit at the oppoſite Door. 
Enter Boniface and Cherry. 

Bon. Well Daughter, as the ſaying is, have you brought 
An > CUNT 

Cher. Pray, Father, don't put me upon getting any 
thing out of a Man; m but young know, Father, 
and] do's h hay = dee 

oung ! why you , as ing is, can 
Woman wheedle that is not 4 Fongen4 
uſeleſs at five and twenty. wheedle! Would you 
make your Mother a Whore, and me a Cuckold, as the 
Saying is? I tell you, his Silence confeſſes it, and his 
Maſter ſpends his Money fo freely, and is ſo much a 
Gentleman every manner of way that he muſt be a High- 


Enter Gibbet in a Cloak. 
Gib. Landlord, Landlord, is the Coaſt clear? 

Bon. O, Mr. Gibbet, what's the News? 

Gib. No matter, aſk no Queſtions, all fair and honour- 
able, here, my dear Cherry. (Gives ber a Bag.) Two 
hundred Sterling Pounds, as good as any that ever hang'd 
or fav'd a Rogue; lay 'em by with the reſt, and here 
Three Wedding or Mourning Rings, tis much the fame 
you know ere, two Silyer-hilted Swords; I took 
thoſe from Fellows that never ſhew any part of their Swords 
but the Hilts: Here is a Diamond Necklace which the 
Lady hid in the privateſt Place in the Coach, but I found 
it out: This Gold Watch I took from a Pawn-broker's 


Wiie; it was left in her Hands by a Perſon of Quality, 


there's the Arms upon the Cafe. 

Cher. But who had you the Money from ? 

Gib. Ah! poor Woman! I pitied her ;—From a poor 
Lady juſt elop'd from her Huſband ; ſhe had made up 
her Cargo, and was bound for [rc land, as hard as ſhe cou'd 
drive ; the told me of her Huſband's >arbarons Uſage, and 
10 J left her half a Crown: But | had almoit forgot, my 
dear Cherry, I have a Preſent for you. | 

Cher. What is't? 

Gib. A Pot of Ceruſe, my Child, that I took out of 
2 Lady's under Pocket. Pos 


&.- „ 


Bar by his Evaſions: 
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Cher. What, Mr. Gibbet, do you think that I paint 
Gib. Why, you Jade, your Betters do; I'm fure the 
that I took it from had a Coronet upon her Hand- 
ief. Here, take my Cloak, and go ſecure the 
Premiſſes. 

(Exit. 


here's Hounſlow and Bagſbot * 
be here to Night. 


Gib. They'll 
Bon. D'ye know of any other Gentleman o' the Pad on 
this Road? 
Gib. No. | | 
_ Bon. I fancy that I have two that lodge in the Houſe 
now. | 
Gib. The Devil! How d'ye ſmoak em? 


| Bon. Why, the one is gone to Church. 

Gib. That's ſuſpicious, I mutt confeſs. 

Bon. And the other is now in his Maſter's Chamber ; 
be pretends to be Servant to the other, we'll call him out, 
and him a little 

Gib. With all my Heart. 

Bon. Mr. Murtin, Mr. Martin. 

Enter Archer combing a Perrizuig, and finging. 

Gib. The Roads are conſumed deep, Im as dirty as 
old Brentford at Chri//mas——A good pretty Fellow that; 
whofe Servant are you, Friend * 

Arch. My Maſter's. 

Gib. Really? 

Arch. Really. | | 

Gib. That's much —— The Fellow has been at the 
But, pray, Sir, what is your 


Matter's Name ? 
Arch. Tal, all, dall; (Sings and combs the Perriwig.) 
This is the moſt obſtinate Curl— 
Gib. I aſk you his Name? 
Arch. Name, Sir —Tall, all, dail—I never aſk'd him 
his Name in my Life. Tall, all, dall. . 
Bon. What think you now? 
Cib. Plain, plain, he talks now as if he were before 
A Judge 3 But pray, Friend, which way does your Maſter 
travel? 
Arch. A Horſeback. 


Gth. 
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Gib. Very well again, an old Offender ; right ——But, 
I mean, does he go upwards or downwards ? 

7 — * Tall, all. 

ib. raid my Fate will be a contrary way. 

Bon. Ha, ha, ha! Mr. Martin, you're — 
This Gentleman is only travelling towards Chefter, and 
— ner: 

» youll ſtay to Night, I ſuppoſe, a 
Chamber Come, Captain. 9 , 

Gib. Farewell, — wa _ 1 

Arch. Captain, your Servant Captain! a pretty Fellow; 
*Sdeath, I wonder that the Officers of the Army don't con · 
ſpire to beat all Scoundrels in Red but their own. 

Enter — 1 2 

Cher. Gone, and Martin here! I hope he did not liſten! 
] wou'd have the Matter of the Diſcovery all my own, be- 
cauſe | would oblige him to love me. (Aide). Mr. Mar- 
tin who was that Man with my Father 7 
Arch. Some Recruiting Serjeaat, or whip'd-out Trooper, 


I ſuppoſe. 
. All's fafe, I find. (Afede. 
Arch. Come, my dear, have you conn'd over the Ca- 
techiſm ] taught you laſt Night? 
Cher. Come, ion me. 


Arch. What is ez 9 
Cher. Love is I know not what, it comes I know not 
how, and goes I know not when. 

Arch. Very well, an apt Scholar. 
| (Chucks her under the Chin. 
Where does Love enter ? 1 


Cher. Into the Eyes. 

Arch. And where go out? 
.. Cher. | won't tell'e. 

Arch. W hat are the Objects of that Paſſion ? 

Cher. Youth, Beauty and clean I. innen. 

Arch. The Reaton! 

Cher. The two firit are faſhionable in Nature, and the 
third at Court. 

Arch. That's my dear: What ate the Signs and Tokens 
of that Paſſion? 1 


- 


— — 
4 


— — 
- 
* 
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Hin. 


ber. 


-.__ Cher. Hold, hold, Mr. Murtin. 
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Cher. A ſtealing Look, a ſtammering Tongue, Words 
improbable, Defigns impoſſible, and Actions impraQti- 


Arch. That's my good Child, kiſs me. What mult a 


| my 
Lover do to obtain his Miftrefs ? 


Cher. He muſt adore the Perſon that difdains him, ke 
mutt bribe the Chambermaid that betrays him, and court 
the Footman that laughs at him He muſt, he muſt— 

Arch. Nay, Child, | muft whip you if you don't mind 

r Leſſon; he muſt treat his 

Cher. O] ay, he muſt treat his Enemies with ReipeR, 
his Friends with Indifference, and all the World with 
Contempt; he muſt ſuffer much, and fear more; he muſt 
defire much, and hope little ; in ſhort, he muſt embrace 
his Ruin and throw bimſelf away. 

Arch. Had ever Man fo hopeful a Pupil as mine? 
Come, my Dear, why is Love call'd a Riddle? 

Cher. Becauſe being blind, he leads thoſe that ſee, and 
tho' a Child, he governs a Man. 

Arch. Mighty well ——— And why is Love pictur'd 
blind ? 

Cher. Becauſe the Painters out of their Weakneſs or 
Privilege of their Art choote to hide thoſe Eyes that they 
cou d not draw. 

Arch. That's my dear little S-holar, kiſs me again 
And why ſhou'd Love that's a Child govern a Man? 

Chery. Becauſe that a Child i; the End of Love. 

Arch. And fo ends Love's Catechiſm. —-And now, 
my Dear, we'll go in and make uy Maſter's Bud. 

You have taken 
a great Zeal of Pains to inftruQt me, and what &ye think 


1 have <arnt by it? 


Arch What? 

Cher. That your Di'courſe and your Habir are Con- 
tradictions, and it wou'd be Nonſenſe in me to believe 
you a Fontman any longer. 

Arch. Oons, what a Witch it is! 

Cher. Depend upon this, Sir, nothing in this Garb ſhall 
ever tempt me; for tho' 1 was born to Servitude, I hate 


it: Own your Condition, ſwear to love me, and then 


Arch. en e 


26 THE BEAUX STRATAGEM. 


* 

Cher. Yes. 

Arch. You muſt know then, that I am born a Gentle- 
man, r — I went to London 2 
younger ; into ands of Sharpers, who 
ſtript me of my Money, my Friends diſown'd me, and 
now my Neceſſity brings me to what you fee. 

ME Then take my __ — ny to wo Frog 
ore you and F'll make of two 
land — — 

Arch. How! 

Cher. ** 2 that * this Minute in 
my own uſtody ; lo throw I this Minute, 
— Pl go find a Parſon. 3 

Arch. What faid you? a Parſon? 

Cher. What! do you ſcruple? 
Arch. Scruple! no, no, but two thouſand Pound, you ſay. 
Cher. And better. 
Arch. death, what ſhall I do?—But hark'e, Child, 
what need you make me Maſter of yourſeif and Money? 
when you may have the ſame Pleaſure out of me, and {fill 
ay. Fortune in your Hands ? 

Then you won't marry me? 

Arch. 1 wou'd marry you, but—_——— 

Cher. O ſweet tir, Im your humble Servant, you're 
fairly caught: Wou'd you perſuade me that any Gentle- 
man who cou'd bear the Scandal of wearing a Livery, 
wou'd refuſe two thouſand Pound, let the Condition be 
what it wou'd—no, no, ir —buc I hope you'li pardon the 


Freedom I hare taken, fince it was only to inform myſelf = 


of the Reſpect that | ought to pay you. 

Arch. 
have you aQuualy two thouſand Pound: ? 

Cher. Sir, I have my secrets as well as you— when 
you pleaſe to be more open | ſhall be more fre, and be 
aſſut d | have Diſcoveries that will match yours, be what 
they will In the mean while be fati>hed that no Diſ- 
 covery I make ſhall ever hurt you, but beware of my 
Father. — (Exit. 

Arch. So ve're like to have as many Adventures 
in our Inn, as Don Qui had in his let me fee 
s thouſand Pounds! If the Wench wou'd promiſe 

| to 


airly bit, by Jupiter nod, boi; and 
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to die when the Money were ſpent, I gad, one wou'd 
marry her; but the Fortune may go off in a Year or two, 
and the Wife live—Lord knows how long! Then 
2 Jnn-beeper's B. ter ; ay, that's the Devil there 


my Pride brings me | 
For wwhatſceey the charge on Pride, 
The Angels Fall, enen Faults befede, 


On Earth, Pm ſure, mong us of mortal Calling, 
Pr ile ſaves Man oft, and li oman too from falling. ( 


The End of the Second A C T. 
aA AAA ++++ 
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SCENE, Lady Boumiful's Youfe of 


fie. in. or fe MAE Hon 
Enter 4 


Dorinda. 


A, ha, ha, my dear Siſter, let me embrace 
thee, now we are Friends indeed; for I 

ſhall have a Secret of your s, as a Pledge for mine—now 

you'll be oo for ſomething, I ſhall have you conver- 

ſable in the Subjects of the Sex. 

Dor. But do you think that I am fo weak as to fall in 

Ace with a Fellow at fight fighe? 

Mrs. Sul. Pſhawl Now you ſpoil all, why ſhou'd not 
we be as free in our Friendſhips as the Men: I warrant you, 
the Gentleman has got to his Confident already, has avow d 
his Paſſion, toaſted y ur Health, call'd _— — 
Angels; has run over your Lips, Rn Neck, Shape 
and every thing, in a Deſcription that 1 
to a ſecond Enjoyment. 

Dor. Your Hand, Sifter, I 'an't well. 

Mrs. Sul. So—ſhe's breeding v- 4+ EI Child, up 
with it—hem a 5 tell me, don't you like 
6— —„ * 

- . 


Mrs. Sul. 


. 


th, op 


to put tothe Soles of your Feet? 

| for ſomething for you ;— 
Come, unlace your Stays, unboſom youtſelf —the Man is 
perfectly Fellow, I ſaw him when he firſt came 


him too, Siſter, and with an Air that ſhone, 
— N hike Rays about his Perſon. 

ul. Well faid, up with it. 
$ No forward Coquet Behaviour, no Airs to ſet him 
off, no ftudy'd Looks nor artful Poſture, - but Nature did 


Mrs. Sul. Better and better—one Touch more —-come — 
Don But wen b Looks. Aid du òbferve Na PP: ? 


; 


me that he would with Pride die at my Feet, tho” he ſcorn'd 
Slavery any where elſe. | | 

Mrs. Sul. The Phyfick works purely — How d'ye find 
yourſelf now, my Dear. 


Well, Scrub, what News of the Gentleman ? — 


Scrub. I have brought you a Packet of News. 
Dor. __ it quickly, come. 
Scrub. In the firſt Place I enquir'd who the Gentleman 
was? They told me he was a Stranger Secondly, I afk'd 


what the tleman was? They anſwer d and faid, That 


they never faw him before. Thirdly, I enquir'd what 
Countryman he was? They reply'd, it was more than 
they knew. Fourthly, I demanded whence he came? 


ald whither he went? And they reply'd they knew 
nothing of the Matter, and this is all I could learn. 
Mrs. Sul. 


they aim d to tell 


* 
"Their Anfwer was, they could not tell. And fifthly, I 


853 * 


* 
ou 
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Mrs. Sul. His Footman ! 
Scrub. Ay, he and the Count's Footman were i 
French like two intriguing Ducks in a Mill. Pond, and 


believe va talk'd of me, for they laugh'd conſumędly. 


Der. What fort of Liv the Foorman? | 

Sc Livery! Lord, x © Sg I took him for 3 g 
tain ies ſo bedizen'd with Lace, and then he has Tops to 
his Shoes, up to his mid Leg, a filver headed Cane dan- 
gling at bis Knuckles —he carries his Hands in his Pocket 
juſt ſo—( Vall in the French Air) and has a fine long 
— ty d up in a Bag— Lord, Madam, he's clear ano- 
ther fort of Man than I. 

Mrs. Sul. That may eaſily be but what ſhall we do 


now, Filter ? 
This Fellow has a World of impli- 


* 17 nning, the firſt hides the latter 
city, and unni firſt hi abun- 
1 * 

Scrub. Madam. | _ 

Dor. We have a great mind to know who this Gentle 
man is, only for our Satisfaction. 

Scrub. Yes, Madam, it would be a Satisfation, no 


doubt. 
Dor. You muſt go and get acquainted with his Foot- 


man, and invite him hither to drink a Bottle of your Ale, 
| becauſe you're Butler to Day. 


Scrub. Yes, Madam, I am Butler every Sunday. 

Mrs. Sul. O brave! Sifter, O'my Conſcience, you un- 
derſtand the Mathematicks already Tis the beit Plot in 
the World ; your Mother, you know, will be gone to 
Church, my Spouſe will be got to the Ale-houſe with his 
geoundrels. and the Houſe will be out own——ſo we drop 
in by accident, and aſk the Fellow ſome Queſtions out- 
ſelves. In the Country, you know, any Stranges is Com- 

| C 3 _ pany, 


* 
* 
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» and we're glad to take up with the Butler in a 
Dance, and happy if do us the favour. 
- Oh! Madam, you wrong me; I never refus'd 
your Ladyſhip the Favour in my Life. 


SCEN E changes to the Inn. 


Enter Aimwell and Archer. 

Well. Tom, I find you are a Markiman. 

Aim. A Markſman! who fo blind could be, as not 
diſcern a Swan among the Ravens. 
Arch. Well, but heark'e, fimwell. 
Aim. Aimwell call me Orcondates, Ceſario, Amadis, all 
that Romance can in a Lover paint, and then I'll anſwer. 


O Archer, 1 read her Thouſands in her Looks, the look d 


Arch. Are Demi Canaons, warnen 
(Go 
7. my Paſſion muſt have —_ 

Arch Paſſion! what a plague, d'ye think theſe Roman- 
tick Airs will do our Buſineſs ? Were 2 as ex- 
travagant as yours, my Adventures have ing more 
Romantick by half. ö 5 

Aim. Your Adventures! 

Arch. Yes, the Nymph that with her twice ten hun- 
dred Pounds. 

With brazen Engine bot, and Qusif clear flarch'd, 

Cats fire the Gueſt in warming of the Bed —— 
There's a Touch of fublime Milton for you, and the Sub- 
ject but an Inn-keeper's Daughter: Tem pay with © Oh 


4 
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22 an Angler does with bis Fiſh ; he keeps it at the end of 
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his Line, tuũs it up the Stream, and down the Stream, till 
at lait, he brings it to hand, tickles the Trout, and fo 
whips it into his Baſker. 

Enter Boniface 


Bon. Mr. Martin, as the faying is—yonde:r's an honeſt 
Fellow below, my Lady Bountiſul's Butler, who begs the 
— that you would go home with him and fee. his 

ellar. 

Arch. Do my Baiſemains to the Gentleman, and tell 
him I will do myſelf the Honour to wait on him immedi- 
ately. (Exit Bomface. 

Aim. What do I hear? ſoſt Orpheus play, and fair 
Teftidu ling? 

Arch. Pſhaw! damn your Ra z I tell you here's 
a Pump going to be put into the Veſſel, and the Ship will 

t into Harbour, my Life on't. You ſay there's another 
Lady very handſome there. 

Aim. Yes "ſaith. 

Arch. Fm in Love with her already. 

Ain. Can't you give me a Bill upon Cherry in the mean- 
nme. — 

Arch No, no, Friend, all her Corn, Wine and Oil, 
is ingrofs'd to my Market.— And once more I warn 
to keep your Anchorage clear of mine; for if you fall foul 
on me, by this Light you ſhall go to the Bottom What! 
make Prize of my little Frigate, while I am upon the cruite 
for you. (Exit. 

Enter Boniface. | 

Aim. Well, well, I won't—i andlord, have you any toler- 
able Company in the Houſe ? I don't care for dining alone. 

Bon. Yes, Sir, there's a Captain below, as the Saying 
is, that arriv'd about an Hour ago. 

Aim. Gentlemen of his Coat are welcome every where; 
will make him a Compliment from me, and tell him 


I ſhould be glad of his Company. 
Ban. Who ſhall I tell him, Sir, would ?— 
Aim. Ha! that Stroak was well thrown in Pm only 
a Traveller, like himſelf, and would be glad of his Com- 
pany, thar's all. | 
Bon. I obey your Command, as the ſaying is. (Exit. 
C4 | Enter 
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Enter Archer. 
4reF. "Sdeath I had forgot; what Title will you give 
you 


Aim My Brother's to be ſure ; he wou'd never give me 
any thing elſe, ſo Pl make bold with his Honour this 
\ Bout—you know the refit of your Cue. 


* 
\ 


Arch. Ay, ay. Exit. 
. | Enter Gibbet. ( 


Gib. Sir, I'm yours. | 
Aim. "Tis more than I deſerve, Sir, for I don't know 


s I don't wonder at that, Sir, for you never ſaw me 
before, I hope (nn. 
Aim. And prey Sir, how came I by the Honour of ſee- 
ing yo! now ? 
G#b. Sir, I ſcorn to intrude upon any Gentleman—but 
my Landlord 
Aim. O, Sir, IfK your Pardon, you're the Captain he 
= told me of. | 
Gib. At your Service, Sir. 
Aim. What Regiment? may I be ſo bold? 
Gib. A marching Regiment, Sir, an old Corps. 
- Aim. Very old, if your Coat be Regimental. (Afe.) 
bu have ſetv'd abroad, Sir, 

Gab. Yes, Sir, in the Plantations, twas my Lot to be 
ſent iabe wort Service: I wou'd have quitted it indeed, 
' but a Man of Honour, you know—Beſides, twas for the 
of my Country that I ſhou'd be abroad —Any thing 
tor the gncd of one's Country — I'm a Roman for that. 

Aim. One of the firſt, I'll lay my Lite (Ai. le) You 
ſound the I e- Indies very hot, Sir. 

Gib. Ay, Sir, too hot for me. 

Aim. Pray, Sir, ha'nt I ſeen your Face at Vill's Cof- 
fee Houſe ? | 
Gib. Yes, Sir, and at White's too. 

Zim. And where is your Company now, Captain ? 

Cib. They an't come yet. | 

Aim. Why, d'ye expect 'em here? 

Gib. They'll be here to Night, Sir. 

Aim. Which way do they march? 
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The Devil's in't, if I han't 
him to declare—bur Im afraid 


Gi. My Connen but thin, ha, ha, ha, but 
ib. Company's in, we are 
three, ha, ha, ha. 

Aim. You're merry, cir. 

Gib. Ay, you muſt excuſe me, Sir, I underſtand the 
World, eſpecially the Art of travelling: I don't care, 
Sir, for anſwering Queſtions directly upon the Road 
for I generally ride with a Charge about me. 

Aim. Three or four, I believe. (Aide. 

Gib. I am credibly inforn.'d that there are Highway 
men upon this Quarter; not, Sir, that I cou'd ſuſpect a 
Gentleman of your Figure But truly, ir, I have got 
ſuch 'a way 28 upon the Road, that I don't care, 
for ſpeaking Truth te any Man. 

Aim. Your Caution may be neceſſary Then I pre- 
ſume you're no Captain. 

Sil. Not 1, A., Csp-a = 2 A g : Chg revert, on 
ſo I take it ; it ſlops a great many fooliſn Enquiries that are 
2 mace about Gentlemen that travel; it gives a 

an Air of ſomething, and makes the drawers obedieat 
And thus far I am a Captain, and no farther. 

Aim. And pray, Sir, what is your true Profeſſion ? 

Gib. O, Sir, you muſt exeuſe me upon my word, 
Sir, I don't think it fafe to tell ye. | | 

Aim. Ha, ha, ha, upon my Word, I commend you. 

2 Enter Boniface. 
Well, Mr. Boniface, what's the News ? | 

Bon. There's another Gentleman below, as the Saying 
is, that hearing you were but two, wou'd be glad to make 
the Third Man, if you would give him leave. 
een 

1. gyman, as the Saying is. 
Aim. A Clergyman! is he really a C ot is it 
only his travelling Name, as my Friend the C 


Bon. O, Sir, he's a Prieſt, and Chaplain — 
on. O, , ro | 
Officers ia Town. FR 
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Ain Is he a Frenchman ? 

Bon. Yes, Sir, born at Bruſſels. 

Gib. A Frenchman, and a Prieſt! I won't be ſeen in his 
„Sir; I have a Value for my Reputation, Sir. 

Aim. » but Captain, fince we are by ourſelves — 
Can he 1 — Engliſh, Landlord ? 

_ Bon. Very well, Sir; you may know him, as the Say- 
ing is, to be a Forei by his Accent, and that's all. 

Him. Then he has been in England before? 

Bon. Never, Sir; but he's a Maſter of Languages, as 
the Saying is; he talks Latin, it does me good to hear him 
talk Latin. | 

Aim. Then you underſtand Latin, Mr. Boniface ? 

Bon. Not I, Sir, as the Saying is; but he talks ſo very 
faſt, that Pm ſure it mult be good. 

Aim. Pray, defire him to walk up. 

Bon. Here he is, as the Saving is. 

Enter Foigard. 

Foig. Save you, Gentlemens both. 

Ain. A Frenchman! Sir, your moſt humble Servant. 

Faig. Och. dear Joy, I am your molt faithful Shetvant, 


and woaawg a+ 
$4244. } wwe — 4444 4 + 

. Gib. Doctor, you talk very good Engliſh, but you have 
a mighty T wang of the Foreigner. 

Faig. My Engliſh is very vell for the Vords, but we 
Foreigners, you „cannot bring our Tongues about 
the Pronunciations fo foon. 

Aim. A Foreigner ! a downright Teague, by this Light. 
(Afide.) Were you born in France, Doctor ? 

Foig. I was educated in France, but | was born at 
Brufſels ; I am a Subject of the King of Spain, joy. 

Gi. What King ot Spain, Sir? ſpeak. , 

Foig. Upon my Shoul, Joy, I cannot tell you as yet. 

Aim. Nay, Captain, chat was too hard upon the Doc- 
tor, he's a Stranger.. 

Foig. O let him alone, dear Joy, I am of a Nation that 
is not eaſily put out of Countenance. 

Aim. Come, Gentlemen, Fll end the Diſpute — 
Here, Landlord, is Dinner ready ? 

Bon. Upon the Table, as the Saving 
Gentlemen — pray that 


ing is. 
Ain. | Door. ——— 


Teig. 
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2 2. 
Gib. Ay, ay, ſo it is. — (Exit foremoſt, they follow. 


SCENE changes to « Gallery in | Bountiful's 
Sale 47 Ree 
Enter Archer and Scrub finging, and one ano- 


ther ; Scrub with a Taunkard in his Hand, Bf liflen- 
ing at a Diſtance. 


* 


Scrub. Tall, all, dall Come, my dear Boy—let's have 
that Song once more. 

Arch. No, no, we ſhall diſturb the Family :—But will 
you be ſure to keep the Secret ? 

Scrub. Pho! upon my Honour, as I'm a Gentleman. 

Arch. Tis enough You mutt know then, that my 
Maſter is the Lord Viſcount Ximwe!t; he fought a Duel 
other Day in London, wounded his Man fo dangerouſly, F 
that he thinks fit to withdraw till he hears whether the 
Gentleman's Wounds be mortal or not: He never was in 
this Part of Englund before, ſo be choſe to retire to this” * 
Place, that's all. 

Gip. And that's enough for me. (Exit. 

Scrub. And where were you when your Maſter ooked 

Arch. We never know of our Maſter's Quarrels. 

Scrub. No! if our Maſters in the Country here receive 
a C , the firſt thing they do, is to tell their Wives; 
— Wife tells the Servants, the Servants alarm the Tenants, 
and in half an Hour, you ſhall have the Country in Arms. 

Arch. To hinder two Men from doing what they have 
no mind for.——But if you ſhould chance to talk now of 
my Buſineſs! 

Scrub. Talk! ay, Sir, had I not learn'd the knack of 
TY I had never liv'd fo long in a great 
ami 

Arch. Ay, ay, to be ſure, there are Secrets in all Fa- 
milies. * 


Scrub. Secrets, ay!—but Fll ſay no more —Come, fit 
down, we'll make an End of our Tankard: » 


4 
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may come to be better inted, ch—Here's La- 
— 7 Toon — py 
muſt be among 'em. 


x- Scrub. Secrets! Ay, Friend; I wiſh I had a Friend 

Arch. Am not I your Friend? Come, you and I will 
be ſworn Brothers: | 

Scrub. Shall we? 

Arch. From this Minute, give me a Kiſs—And now 
Brother Scrub. | 

Scrub. And now, Brother Martin, I will tell you a Se- 
cret that will make your Hur ſtand an end: —You muſt 
know, that I am conſumedly in Love. 

Arch. That's a terrible Secret, that's the Truth on't. 

Scrub. That Jade, Gipſey, that was with us juſt now in 
the Cellar, is the arranteſt Whore that ever wore a Petti- 
coat; and Pm dying for Love of her. 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha—Are vou in Love with her Perſon, 
or her Virtue, Brother Scrab? 


Scrub. I ſhould like Virtue beſt, becauſe it is more dur- 


able than Beauty ; for Virtue holds with ſome Wo- 


— — 


men long and many a Day after they have loſt it. 

Arch. In the Country, I grant ye, where no Woman's 
Vierue is loſt, till a Baſtard be found. 

Scrub. Ay. cou'd I bring her to a Baſtard, I ſhou'd have 
her all to myſelf ; but I dare not put it upon that Lay, for 
fear of being ſent for a Soldier Pray, Brother, how do 
you Gentlemen in Landon like that fame Preſſing act? 

Arch. Very ill, Brother Scrub; — Tis the worſt that 
ever was made for u5—PFormerly I remember the good Days,. 
when we cou'd dun our Maſters for our Wages, and if they 
refuſed to pay us, we cou'd have a Warrant to carry ein 


before a Juſtice ; but now if we talk of eating, they have 


a Warrant for us, and carry us before three Juſtices. 
Scrab. And to be ſure we go, if we talk of eating; for 
the Juſtices ay > their own Servants a bad Example. 
Now this is i$fortune———1 dare not ſpeak in the 
Houſe, while that Jade, Gip/ey, dings about like a Fury — 
Once I had the better End of the Staff. 
Arch. And how comes the Change 
Freu. Why, the Mother of all this 


now ? 
Miſchief is a Prieft. 
Arch. 


5 


Arch. With all my Heart; who knows but you and I | 
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Arch. A Prieſt? 

Scrub. Ay, a damn'd Son of a Whore of Babylon, that 
came over hither touſay Grace to the French Officers, and 
eat up our Proviſions There's not a Day goes over his 
Head without a Dinner or Supper in this Houle. 

Arch. How came he ſo familiar in the Family? 

Scrub. Becauſe he ſpeaks Exgliſb as if he had lived here 
all his Life, and tells Lies as if he had been a Traveller 
from his Cradle. 

Arch. And this Prieſt, Pm afraid, has converted the 
Affections of your Gip/ey. 

Scrub. Converted! ay, and , my dear Friend 
For I'm afraid, he has made her a Whore, and a 
Papiſt But this is not all ; there's the French Count 
and Mrs. Sullen, they're in the Confederacy, and for fome” 
private Ends of their own to be ſure. 

Arch. A very hopeful Family yours, Brother Scrub; I 
the Maiden Lady has her Lover too. 

Scrub. Not that I know—fſbe's the beſt on em, that's 

the Truth on't: but they take Care to prevent my Curio- 

fity, by giving me ſo much Buſineſs, that I'm a perfect 

Slave What &'ye think is my Place in this Family? 

Arch. Butler, I ſuppoſe. 

Scrub. Ah, Lord help you—Pll tell you—Of a fan- 
day I drive the Coach, of a Tueſday | drive the Plough, on 
Wedneſday | follow the Hounds, a Thurſday I dun the Te- 
nants, on Friday I go to Market, on Saturday I draw War- 
rants, and a Sunday | draw Beer. 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha! if Variety be a Pleaſure in Life, 
you have enough on't, my dear Brother But what 
Ladies are thoſe ? | 

Scrub. Ours, curs ; that upon the Right-Hand is Mrs. 
Cullen, and the other Mrs. Der inda— Don't mind em, 
fit till Man. 
Enter Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda. i 
Mrs. Fal. | have heard my Brother talk of my Lord Aim- 
well, but they ſay that his Brother is the finer Gentleman. 

Der. That's impoſſible, Siſter. 

Mies. Ful. He's vaſtly rich, and very cloſe, they fay. 

Dor. No matter for that ; if I can creep into his Heart, 
Tn open his Breaſt, I warrant him: I have heard fay, that 


People 
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People be gueſs'd at 
vants, IHN 

Mrs. Sul. So do I; for 1 think, he's a very pretty 
Fellow : Come this way, Fl throw out a Lure for him 


preſently. 
They walk d the Side of the Stape, 
ern 


Mrs. Sullen drops ber Glove, 
and gives it to her. 


Wiſe has the greateſt Plenty of Fleſh and Blood; ſhe ſhou'd 


Tox 


2 O Sir, I thank you — What a handſome Bow 
the Fellow has? 


Bowl Why I have known ſeveral Footmen come 
down from London, ſet up here for Dancing-maſters, and 


carry off the beſt Fortunes in —— 
Arch. ( Afede.) That Project for aught I know, had 
been better than ours: Brecker Srond— Why dra't you in- 


troduce me? 
Gentleman's Servant 


Scrub. Ladies, this is the 

erer 
, and ſo I invited him to the Cellar, that he might 

ſhew me the neweſt Flouriſh in whetting my Knives. 

Dor. And I hope you have made much of him? 
Arch. O yes, Madam, but the Strength of your Lady- 
ſhip's Liquor is a little too potent for the Conttitution of 
your humble Servant. Mm 

Mrs. Sul. What then you don't uſually drink Ale? 


little Wine and Water; tis pre{crib'd me by the Phyſicians 


for a Remedy againſt the Sp 
Scrub. Ola! O la!—A Footman have the Spleen. — 


Mrs. Sul. I thought that Diſtemper had been only pro- 


per to People of Quality. 

Arch Madam, like all other Faſhions it wears out, and 
ſo deſcend: to their Servants ; tho” in a great many of us, 
] believe, ic proceeds from ſome melancholy Particles its. 


the Blood, occaſion d by the tagnation of Wag THis 1 ©, 
ow long. 


Dor. How affectedly the Fellow talks 
pray, have you ferv'd your prefent Maſter ? 


the Behaviour of their Ser- 


up, 
Arch. Corn, Wine and Oil indeed—But I think, the 


Arch. No, Madam, wy conſtant Drink is Tea, or a 


1 
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Arch. Not long ; my Life has been moſtly ſpent in the 


| Service of the Ladies. 


Mrs. Sul. And pray, which Service do you like beſt ? 

Arch. Madam, the Ladies pay beſt ; the Honour of 
ſerving them is fuſkicient Wages ; there is a Charm in their 
Looks that delivers a Pleaſure with their Commands, and 
the Wings of Inclination. 

Mrs. Sul. r the Finch of « Livery 
and Sir, wou'd not you be ſatisfy'd to ſerve a Lady again? 

Arch. As a Groom of a Chamber, Madam, but not as 


— co * 


a Footman. 
Mrs. Sul. I you ſerv'd as Footman before. 
Arch. ror eaſon 1 wou'd not ſerve in that Poſt | 


again ; for emory is too weak for the Load of Meſ- 
ſages that Reeds fue. upon their Servants in London: 25 
Lady Hewd'ye, the Miſtreſs I ſerv'd, call'd me up. 
„and told me, Martin, go to my Lady all ni 
with humble Service ; tell her I was to wait on 
Ladyſhip Yeſterday, and left w6td with Mrs. Rebecca, that” 
the Preliminaries of the Aﬀair ſhe knows of, are ſtopt till 
we know the Concurrence of the Perſon that I know of, 
for which there are Circumſtances wanting which we ſhall 
accommodate at the old Place; but that in the mean time 
there is a Perſon about her Ladyſhip that from ſeveral 
Hints and Surmiſes, was acceffary at a certain time to the 
Ditappointments that naturally attend things, that to her 
Knowledge are of more Importance. 

2 * In-. ha, ha, where are you going. Sir ? 

Arch. Why, I ha'nt half done — The whole Howd'ye 
was about half an hour long; fo happen'd to miſplace two 
Syllables, and was turn'd © and render'd incapable. — 

Dor. The pleaſanteſt Fellow, Siſter, I ever faw—But, 
Friend, if your Maſter be marry'd, — preſume you 
ſtill ſerve a Lady. 

Ach. No, Madam, I take care never to come into a 
ma:iry'd Family; the Commands of the Maſter and Mi- 
— ate always fo con:rary, that tis impoſſible to pleaſe 

t 

Dor. There's a main Point gain'd —My Lord is not 


marry'd, 1 find. (Afde.) == 


(. 


\) 
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ul. "nend, that in ſo many good 


you had not a beter Provifea made for you. 
— I don't know how, Madam l had a Lieu- 
tenancy offer'd me three or four times; but that is not 
Bread, Madam live much better as I do. 

Scrub. Madam, he fings rarely—l was thought to do 


e 


Pm my, þ any my Brother Martin. 
n 
r | 
le! He has the pureſt Ballad about « Trifle— 
. A Trifle! Sir, let's have it. 
| aſhaa: d to offer you a Trifle, Madam: But 
fince you command me. 
(Sings to the Tune of Sir Simon the King. 
A trifling Song you ſhall hear, 
Begun with a Trifte and ended, &c. 
1 Sul. Very well, Sir, we're oblig d to you 
ming for a Fair of Glove Hering bin 
beg Leave to be excuſed: My Maſter, 
pays me ; nor dare | take Money from any other 
Hand, without injuring his Honour, and ditobeying his 
This is fu Did ſee fo * 
Dor. is ever etty a 
well-bred 8 22 — 


Mes. Sul. The Devil take him for 228 Livery. 


Der. I fancy, Siſter, he may be ſome Gentleman, a 
Friend of my Lord's, chat his Lordſvip has pitch'd upon 
for his 88 Fidelity and Ditcretion, to bear him Com- 
pany in this Dreis, and who ten to one was his Second. 
Mrs. Sul. It is fo, it mutt be fo, and it ſhall be ſo 
For I like hin. 
Dor. What! better than the Count ? 
Mrs. Sul. The Count happen'd to be the moſt agreeable 
Man upon the Place; and fo | choie him to ferve me in 
my Deſign upon my Huſband. But I ſhould like 
I this Fellow better in a Defign upon myſelf. 
Dor. But now, Sitter, tor an Interview with this Lord 
and this Gentleman; bbw ſhall we briag that about ? 
Mrs. Sul. Patience! you Country Ladies give no dere. 
ter, if once you be entet'd - Wau d you prevent their 


— 


* 
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* 4% 
| hres, and give the Fellows no wiſhing time. —Look'e D- 
L rinda, if my Lord Aimwell loves you or deſerves you, 
eu- * he'll find a way to fee you, and there we muſt leave it 
not My Buſineſs comes now upon the Tapis. Have you 
a x wad i | 
do . Yes, yes. 
c-a- Mrs. Sul. And how did he reliſh it? 
Dor. He faid little, mumbled ſomething to himſelf, 

ng? promis'd to be guided by me: But here he comes. 

* 
— 
But 
ng. 


Enter Sullen. 
Sul. What ſinging was that I heard juſt now ? 


Mrs. Sul. The finging in Head, my Dear, 
complain'd of it all Day. Tins 4 2 


Ful. You're impertinent. 
Mrs. Sul. I was ever fo, fince I became one Fleſh with 
7 One Fleſh! Rather two Carcaſſes join'd unnatural- 
ey. 1 Ful. Or rather a living Soul coupled to a dead Body. 

8 Dor. So, this is fine Encouragement for me ! 

ber Sul. Yes, my Wife ſhews you what you muſt do. 

his Mrs. Sul. And my Huſband ſhews you what you muſt 

it. ſuffer. F 

y a Sul. Sdeath, why can't you be filent ? 

Mrs. Sul. Sdeath, why can't =e talk? 

ry. Sul. Do you talk to any purpoſe? 

a Mrs. Sul. Do you think to any purpoſe ? OY 

on Sul. Siſter, heark e: (#biſpers.) I fha'n't be home till 

ö Mrs. Sul. What did he whiſper to ye? » 

— Dor. That he wou'd go round the Back-way, come in- 
to the Cloſet, and liſten as I ditected him But 
let me beg you once more, dear Siſter, to drop this Pro- 

le ject; ſor, as I told you before, inſtead of awaking him to 

in indneſs, you way provoke him to Rage; and tùhen who 
ke ws how far bis Brutality may carry him? | 

rs. Jul. Fm provided to receive him, I warr+nt vou: 
rd But here comes the Count, vaniſh. (Exit Dorinda. 
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21 os > Bends cd notes ms 
but from your Fetters I never ſhall get free. 

Mrs. Sul. Alas, Sir ! Why ſhou'd you complain to 
of your Captivity, who am in Chains myſelf ? Rodnes, 
br og des + wap bound, nay, mult be tied up in that par- 

4 I am like you, a Priſoner 
— 2 8 ar indeed have given my 
1 — break yours to gain your 

Count. Moſt I wou'd, were I a Priſoner among 
the Turi: ; dis is you , you're a Slave, Madam, Slave 
r a Huſband. 

Mrs. Su/. There lies my Foible, F confeſs ; no Fortifi- 
eations, no Courage, Conduct, nor Vigi „can pre- 
tend to defend a Place, where the Cruelty of the Gover- 
nor forces the Garriion to Mutiny. 

Count. And where de Beſie * is refolv'd to die before 
de Place—Here will I fix; (Kneels g.) with Tears, Vows 
and Prayers aſſault your Heart, and never rife till 
— or if I muſt ſtorm Love and St. Michael —— 
—— And fo 1 begin the Attack. 

Mrs. Sul. Stand off,—fure he hears me not—And I 

cou'd almoſt wiſk—be did not—the Fellow makes Love 
— 1 prertily. (.2fide.) But, Sir, why ſhou'd you put 
a Value upon my Perſon, when you ſee ir delpiy'd by 

one that knows it ſo much better? 

Count. He knows it not, tho” he poſſeſſes it ; if he but 
knew the Value of the Jewel he is Maſter of, he wou'd 


2 „ 


Arms. 


unt. 


— 


n. Baut Gnce he throws me unregarded from 
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Count. And one that knows 
and takes you up, is it not 


43 
ö r Value well, comes by, 


(Gees te lay bold on her. 
Enter Sullen with his drawn Sword. 
Mrs. Saf. (Preſent 1s Filet) Do you hold. 
Sul. ( Preſenting a Piſtol. 
Ms What! Murder your Huſband, to defend you® 
rs. Sul. Bully! For ſhame, Mr. Sul/en, Bullies wear 
long Swords, the Gentleman has none ; he's a Pritoner, you 
know—1 was aware of your Outrage, and prepar'd this to 
receive your Violence; and, if occaſion were, to preſerve 
myſelf againft the force of this other Gentleman. 

Count. O, Madam, your Eyes be better Fue-Arms than 
your Piſtol, they never mils. 

Sul. What! court my Wife to my Face ? 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, Mr. Sullen, put up, ſuſpend your Fury 
for a Minute. 

Sul. To give time to invent an Excuſe. 

Mrs. Sul. I need none. 

Sul. No, for I heard every Syllable of your Diſcourſe. 
Count. Ay! And begar, I tink de Dialogue was vers 
etty. 

Sul. Then, I ſuppoſe, Sir, you heard ſomething 
of your own Barbarity ? | 

Sul. Barbarity ? Ocns, what does the Woman call Bar- 
barity? Dol ever meddle with you? | 

Mrs. Sul. No. 

Sul. As for you, Sir, I ſhall take another time. 

Count Ah, Begir, fo mutt J. | 

Sul. Look'e, Madam, don't think that my Anger pro- 
ceeds from any Concern I have tor your Honour, but for 
my own; and if you can contrive any way of being a 
Whore without making we a Cuckold, do it and wel- 
come 

Mrs. Sul. Sir, I thank you kindly, you wou'd allow 
me the Sin but 105 me of the Fieaſnre—No, no. Pm re- 
ſolv'd never to ventu:e upon te Crizve without the Satis- 
fact on of ſeeing you punith'd f. t. 

Sal. Then will you grant me this, my Dear? Let any 
Body elfe do you the Favour but that Frenchman, for 
I mortally hate his whole Generation. „Exit. 

D 2 Caunt.. 


* — 


—— 


D a 


* — — 
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Count. Ah, Sir, that be ungrateful, for begar, I love 
ſome of yours; Madam Approaching ber. 

Mrs. Su!. No, Sit. —  ——— | 

Count. No, Sir !—Garzoon, Madam, I am not your 
Huſband. 
Mrs. Sul. "Tis time to undeceive you, Sir I 
believ'd your Addrefſes to me were no more than an 
Amuſement, and I hope ybu will think the ſame of my 

iſance; and to convince you that you ought, you 

muſt know, that I brought you hither only to make you in · 
ſtrumental in ſetting me right with my Huſband, for he was 
planted ** by my Appointment. 

n 


Mrs. Sul. _— * 
Count. And, fo, Madam, while I was te twenty 
Stories to part you from your Huſband, begar, I was 


| bringing you together all the while. 


Mrs. Sul. I aſk your Pardon, Sir; but I hope this will 
give you a Taſte of the Virtue of the Engliſh Ladies. 

Count. Begar, Madam, your Virtue be vera great, but 
Garzoon, your Honefte be vera little. 

Enter Dorinda. 

Mrs. Sul. Nay, now you're angry, Sir. 

Count Angry! Fair Dorinda ( Sings Dorinda the Opera 
Tune. and addreſſes to Dorinda. ) Madam, when your Lady- 
ſhip wants a Fool, fend for me, Fair Durinda a Revenge, 
&c. 3 (Ext. 
Mrs Sul. There goes the true Humour of bis Nation, 


| Reſentment with good Manners, and the Height of An- 


gerina _— ell, Siſter, you mult be Judge, for you 
have heard the Trial. 

Dor. And I bring in my Brother guilty. 

Mrs. Sul. But I a.ult bear the Punichment "Tis 

Der. | own it but you muſt have Patience. 

Mrs. Sul. Patience! The Cant of Cuſtom - Provi- 
gence fen:is no Evil without a Remedy ſhou'd J lie 
groznirg under a Yoke | can ſhake off, I weie acceſſa 
to my Ruin, and my Patience were no better than Self- 
murthet 

Dor. 


hard. Silter. 


= 


me 


— 


Div iſions don't come within the Reach of the Law, for 
s of Nature, what Evidence can prove the 
or can a Bench give Judgment api Anti 
Mrs. Sul. Uncleannefs! O Siſter, Caſual Violation is 
Nature is the firſt Law-giver, and when ſhe bas fet Tem- 
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Dor. But hw can you ſhake off the Yoke—— Your 
a Divorce. 
Mrs. Sul. Law! — ] 
Diſaffection of Medlock 72 Can a Jity 
up the endlets Averſions that rooed in our Foal" J 
Der. They never pretended, never megdle, 
„ oY 
a tranſient Injury, and may bly be repair'd, bu 
radicated Hatred on no, Siſter, 
oppoſite, al he iden Links of Wedlock, 
Loo diners of La nn Loop * em faft. __ 


Wedhlock we own ordain'd by Heaten's — 

But ſuch as Heaven ordain'd it firſt to be 

Concurring Tempers in the Man and W, fe, 

As mutual Helps to dra the Load of Life. 

View all the Works of Previdence above, 

The Stars with Harmony and Concord move ; 

View all the Warks of 22 below, N 


The Fire, the Water, Earth and air we know 
All in ane Plant agree to mak» it grow. 

Muſt Man, the chiefeſt Work of art Divine, 
Be dcom'd in endleſs Diſcord to repine 7 

Ns, we ſhould injure Heaven by that furmiſe ; 
Omnipttence is juft, were Man but wife. 


The Bnd of the Third A C T. 
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At . { Wd 


ee hate 


GAY JERET tn us ule 7h, 
Women have no Soul nor Prop 
' there I muſt fit contented —— But in England, a 

__ whoſe Women are its Glory, muſt Woman | | bud 


5 — 


Where Women rule, muſt Woman be e 1 Nay, 
| — res Bw ? mock'd by a Promily — 
able Society into a Wilderneſs of Solitude? dare 


not keep the 4 J! here comes 
- ſomething to divert me 
Enter a Country- 


a 


Lady hoe 2'n't ye? 
rs. Sul. Well, good Wor go on. 
Vin. I come ſeventeen le ede = Cure far 
my Huſband's fore 
Mrs. Sul. Your ft What, Women, cure your 
Huſband ! | 
Hom. Ay, poor for his fore Leg won't let him 
ftir from home. 


Mrs. Sul. Than 1 confeſs, \ have given me a Rea- 

fon. Well, x Woman III tell you what you mult 

. do——You muff lay your Huſband's Leg upon a Table, 
and with a * pping-kaife ycu mutt lay it open as broad 
as you can, n you muſt take out the Bone, and beat 
as Fleſh ſoundly wh a Rolling-pin, ther. take Salt, Pep- 
per, Cleves, Mace and — 6 tome Sweet Herbs, and 


ſeafoy t it very well, then roll it up like « Brawn, and put 
it ingo the Oven for two Hours. 


om. Heaven reward your Ladyſhi I have two 

lixfle Babies too that are piteous bad with the Graips, a'n't 
pleaſe ye. 

Mrs. Sul. 
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ip; you're my 
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Sul. Put a little Pepper and Salt in their Bellies, 


Woman. 
. Enter Lady Bountiful. 
x your Ladyſhip's Pardon for taking your Buſineſs 
Hands, I have been a.tampering here a Rte 
X your Patients. III. 
Na the ſoppoſe 
that want, I 
have, —_ 
oy wants ſomething for her Huſband's fore 


Thad the Matter with his Leg, ? 
t, as one might ſay, with a ſort of 
then he had a kind of Lazineſs in 
Leg broke out, and then is ſwelPd, 
zuin and then it broke out again, and 
Nit grew better, and then it grew 

a 


Mrs. Sul. Ha, ha, ha. 


e me fad, Madam. 
the World, Daughter ; 
your own Misfortunes ſhould tea you to pity others. 

Mrs. Sul. But the Woman's MiNortunes and mine are 
1 her Juſband is fick, ud mine, alas! is in 

L. Boun. What! wou'd you wiſh Huſband ſick ? 

Mrs. Sul. Not of a fore Leg of all Things. 

L. Boun. Well, good Woman, go to\the Pantry, get 

r Belly-full of Victuals, then I'll give y a Receipe of 

jet drink for your Huſbaad—— But d' ye » Goody, 
you mult not let your Huſband move too mud; 

on. No, no, Madam, the poor Man's inclinable 
enough to lie ſtill. 

L. Boun. Well, Daughter Su/len, tho' you Vaugh, I 
have done Miracles about the Country here with py Re- 
Mrs. Sul. Miracles indeed, if they have cur d any Hoc 


ceipes. 
but | believe, Madam, the Patient's Faith goes far 
ward the Miracle than your Preſcription, 


L. Boun. 


Woman, don't mind this madd -* 
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Arch. Where, where is my Lady Bountiful ? 
Pray, which is the old Lady of you here ? 
4-ch. ©, Madam, the Fame of Ladyth 

Arch. O, ame r ip's Charity, 
Goodneſs, Benevolence, Skill and Ability = 4 — 
hicher to implore your Ladyſhip's Help in behalf of my 
unfortunate Maſter. who is this breathing his laſt. 

L _ Your 14 where is he? 

Arch. At your Gate, Madam, drawn by the Appearance 
of your handſome Houſe to view it — — and walking 
up the Avenue within five Paces of the Court-Yard, he 
was taken ill of a ſudden with a fort of I know not what, 
but down he fell, and there he lies. 

L. Boun. Here, Scruby Gipſey, all run, get my eaſy 
Chair down Stairs, put ſthe Gentleman in it, and bring 
him in quickly, quickly. 

Arch. Heaven will reward your Ladyſhip for this cha- 
ritable Act. 

L. Beun. Is your Maſter us'd to theſe Fits ? 

Arch. O yes, Madam, frequently——— I have known 
him have five or fix of a Night. 

I. Zens. What's his Name? 

Arch. Lord, Madam, he's a dying; a Minute's Care 
or Neglect may fave or deitroy his Lite. 

L. Boun. Ab, poor Gentleman; come, Friend, ſhew me 
the way; I'll fee him brought in myſelf. (Exit with Arch. 

Dor. O, Siſter, my Heart flutters about ſtrangely, I can 
hardly forbear running to his Aſſiſtance 

Mrg: Sul. And Fil lay my Life, he deſerves your Aſſiſt- 
ance more than he wants it: Did not I tell you that my 
Lord wou'd find a way to come at you? Love's his Di- 
temper, and you mutt be the Phyſician ; put on all your 
Charms, ſummon all your Fire into your Eyes, plant the 
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whole Artillery of your Looks againſt his Breaſt, and 
down with him. 

Dor. O, Siſter, Far but a Gunner, I ſhall be afraid 
to ſhoot, tor fear the Piece hou'd recoil, and hurt myfelf. 
Der. No, no, Sifter, you have miſs'd your Mark fo 


| unfortunately, that I tha'n't care for being inſtructed by 


you. 
Enter Aimwell in a Chair, carry dby Archer and Scrub, La- 
dy Bountiful, Gipſey: Aimwell counterfeiting a Swoon, 

L Boun. Here, here, let's fee the Hartſhorn Dr 
Gipſey, a Glaſs of fair Water, his Fit's very Hrong 1 
me, how his Hands are clinch'd. 

Arch. For ſhame, Ladies, what d'ye do? why don't 
pow way us? Pray, Madam, (Je Dorinda.) take his 

„ and open it if you can, whilt 1 hold his Head. 
(Dorinda tes bis Hand. 

Dor. Poor Gentleman——— Oh he has got my 
Hand within his, and ſqueezes it * 

L. Brun. Tis the Violence of his Convu „Child. 

Arch. O, Madam, he's perfectly poſſeſs d in theſe Cafes 
he'll bite you if you don't have a care. 

Dor. Oh, my Hand, my Hand. 

L. Boun. What's the matter, with the fooliſh Girl? I 
have got this Hand open you fee with a great deal of eaſe. 

Arch. Ay, but Madam, your Daughter's Hand is fome- 
what warmer than your Lad; ſhip's and the Heat of it 
draws the Force oi the Spirits that way. 

Mrs. Sul. I find, Friend, you're very learned in theſe 
Sorts of fits. ; 

Arch. Tis no wonder, Madam, for I'm often troubled 
with them mytelf; I find myſelf extreamly ill at bis 
Minute. (Looking bard at Mrs. Sullen. 

Mrs. Sul. (Lide) I fancy I cou'd find a way to cure 


25 Baan. His Fit holds him very long. 
Arch. Longer than utuzl, Madam, 


Pray, young 


L. Baun. Where did his Hineſs take him firſt, pray? 
Arch. To Day at Church, Madam. 
E L. Boun- 


Lady, open hi: Breaſt, and give him Air. 
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L. Bown. In what manner was he taken ? 

5 ay Lady: He was of a ſudden 
his Eyes, which at the firſt he 

= 'twas Pain or Pleaſure. 


ft ces it nd manned to his Bram, 
there his] "ancy caught it form'd it fo beautiful, and 
dreſs'd it up in ſuch gay, Colours, that his tran» 

A ſeiz'd the fair Idea, and ſtraight convey'd 
zo That hoſpitable Seat of Life ſent all its 


without a Bottle 


[ our Mat IC 


to ſmell to—Oh!—he — vender-Wate * 


fome Feathers to burn under his Noſe — Hungary Water 
to rub his Temples ——O, he comes to himfelf. Hem a 
little, Sir, hem———Gipſey, bring the Cordial-W ater. 

(Aimwell ſeems te awake in amaze. 
Dor. How d'ye, Sir ? 

Aim. Where am I? (Xing. 
Sure I have paſs'd the Gulph ot ſilent Death, 
And now I land on the Elifan Shore 
Behold the Goddeſs of thoſe * 

Fair i me adore t 229 5 — 
(Kneels to Soy and ki 238 
Mrs. Sul So, fo, fo, I knew where the 
Aim. Euridice perhaps ——— 
How could thy Orpheus keep his Ward, .. 
And not look back upon thee ; oy 
No Treafure but thyſelf cou'd ſure have brib'd him 
To look one Minute off thee. _ > 
L. Boun. Delirious, poor Gentleman. 
Arch. Very delicious, Madam, very delirious. 

Aim. Martin's Voice, I think. 

Arch. Yes, my Lord How do's your Lordſhip? 

L. Boun. Lind! did you mind that Girls? 

Aim. Where am |? 

Arch. In very gocd Hands, Sir,—You were taken juſt 
now with one of your old Firs, under the Trees, juſt by 
this good Lady's Houſe, her Ladyſhip had taken you in, 
and has miraculouſly brought you to yourſelf, as you fee— 

Aim. 
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Hin. I am fo confounded with Shame, Madam, that I 


Der. Sir you may vcd ces by aring 6: en ewe 


Air don't look, Sir, as if you 
_ + you dons lok, Sr, a3 you were perſetyreconer- 

Aim. Lg yon ee Madam; my preſent Illneſs 
is ſor nuſt expect to carry it to [2 
/ s. Sul Don't e tefpair, Sir, I have known feveral ia 
ur Diſtewper ſhake it of, with night's Phyſic 
Boun. Come, Sir, your Servant has k — 
that you're apt to relapſe, if you go into the Air—Your 
good Manners ſha'n't get the better of ours—You ſhall fit 
down again, Sir ;—Come, Sir, we don't mind Ceremonies 
in the Country ;—Here, Sir, my Service t'ye— You ſhalt 
—ä— —ͤ— 'tis Cordial I can affure you, —_— 

it off, Sir: (Aimwell drinks.) And 
how on find yourſelf, now, Sir ? 

Aim. — bettet - tho' very faint ſtill. 

L Boun. Ay, ay, People are always faint after theſe 
Firs —Come, Girls, ſhall ſhew the Gentleman the 
— baron old Fond Building, Sir, but you had 
better walk about, — 2 — than venture im- 

into the Ar You'l! find fome tolerable Pie- 
cures. ——Dorinda, ſhew the Gentleman the way ; I muſt 
te x Wn (Exie. 
3 


= | Ball beg leave for my Servant to wait 


on you, — 5 he underſtands Pictures very well. 


Mrs. Su/. Sir, we underſtand Originals, as well as he 


does Pictures, ſo he may come along. 


(Exit. Dor. _ Sullen. Aim ich. Aim. leads Dor. 
Enter Foigard and Scrub, meeting. 
Faig. Save you, 2 Scrub 
Scrub. Sir, I won't be ſav'd your way—T hate om 
F abhor the French, and I deſie the Devi — ir, Pm 


bold Briton, and will ſpili the laſt Drop of my Blood to 
3 N 
- 


Fog. 
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Teig. Maſter Scrub, you wou'd put me down in Poli- 
ticks, and fo I wou'd be ſpeaking with Mrs. Gipſey 

. Good Mr. Prieſt, you can't i 


's ck, Sir, ſhe's gone abroad, Sir; 
Months axe, Sir | 


with her ; 
——ů— dead 


you 
faucily to the Doctor? Pray, Sir, don't take ir ill; fcr 


Scrub. You lie, you lie tis the Common People 
that are civilleſt to ſt 


Gip. Sirrah, I have a good mind to——Get you out, 


Scrub. I won't. 
Gip. You won't, Sauce-box—Pray, Doctor, what is 
the Captain's Name that came to your Inn laſt Night? 
Scrub. The Captain! ah, the Devil, there ſhe hampers 
me a The Captain has me on one fide, and the 
Prieft on t'other: So between the Gown and the Sword; I 
have a fine time on't But, Cedant arma toge. (Going. 
Gip. What, Sirrah, won't you march ? 
.Scrub. No, my Dear, I won't march but I'll walk _ 
And l make bold to liſten a little too. 
(Goes behind the Side Scene, and liſtens. 
Gip. Indeed, Doctor, the Count has been barbarouſly 
yy that's the Truth ont. 
Ah, Mrs. Gip/cy, upon my Shoul, now, Gra, 
Bars Frans would mollifte the Marrow in your 
VS and move the Bowels of your Commiſeration; he 
veeps, and he dances, and he hftles, and he fwears, and 
he laughs, and he ſtamps, and he fings: Ia concluſion, 
„hes afflicted, a le Francois, and a Stranger wou'd not” 
w whider to cry, or to laugh with him. 
Gip. What wou d you have me do, Doctor? 
Teig Nothing, Joy, but only hide the Count in Mrs. 
$ullen's Cloter, when it is dark. 
Gip. Nothing! Is that nothing? it wou'd be both a 
Sin, and a Shame, Doctor. 
Foig. Here is twenty Iewidires, Joy, for your Shame; 
and I will give you an Abtolution for the Shin. 


the Common People of England are not fo civil to Stran- | 


Gip.- 
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i- Gib. But won't that Money look like a Bribe ? 
Foig. Dat is according as you ſhall tauk it—If you re- 
3 . Money before-hand, twill be Logice a Bribe ; but 
d if you ſtay till afterwards, twill be only a Gratification. 
Cip. Well, Doctor, Fll take it Logice—But what muſt | 
do with my Conſcience, Sir? As apo. S 
ſo + Foig. Leave dat vid me, Joy; | am your Prieſt, Graz 
cr and your Contcience is under my Hands. 
0 Gip. But ſhou'd I put the Count in the Cloſet— 
Feig. Vel, is there any Shin for a Man's being in a 
le Cloſhet ? one may go to Prayers in a Cloſher. 
S1. But it the Lady ſhou'd come into her Chamber, 
4 — dere any Shin in going to Bed, Joy ? 
Feig Vel, and is any Shin in to 
Gip. Ay, but if the Parties ſhou'd meer, Doctor? 
Faig. Velden—de Parties muſt be reſponſable, - Do 
be gone after putting the Count in the Cloſhet: and 
Leave the Shins wid lves E will come with the 
Count, to inſtruct you in your Chamber. 
Gig. Well, Doctor, your Religion is fo 
g. thinks I'm fo ealy after an Abſolution, and can fir afreſh 
with ſo much Security, that Fm refolv'd to die a Mu 
toy't—Here's the Key of the Garden-door; come ia t 
Back- way, when tis late I'll be ready to receive you 
but don't fo much as whiſper, only take hold of my Hand ; 
Tu lead you, and do you lead the Count, and follow me. 


; (Exeunt. 
Enter Scrub. 
Scrub. What Witchcraft now have theſe two Imps of 
the Devil been a hatching here ? — There's twenty Lewi- 


doves ; | heard that, and — Purſe : Bat I muſt give 
room to my Betters. 2 * (Gd 


E. (Exit. 

Enter Aim well leadi and maling ove in dumb 
She — Mrs. Sullen and Archer. 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, Sir, (To Archer.) how & ye like that 


rs. Piece? * 
MArch. O. tis Leda—You find, Madam, how Jupiter 


2 comes diſguis d to make Love———— 


©; 1 —Rattlevio— 


Arch. 


E 3 


TH 
Arch. We want only a Le Brun, Madam, to draw 
og bags por bc bay pt os 


Madam, wou'd make a greater Figure in a Pic- 
ure than the Granicus ; and we have our Ramillies to 


Pray, - what Head is that in the Corner 
there ? 


Arch. O, Madam, tis poor Ovid in his Exile. 
Mrs. Sul. What was he baniſh'd for? 
Arch. His ambitious Love, Madam. (Bowing.) His 
Misfortune touches me. 
Mrs. Sal. Was he ſucceſsful in his Amours? 
Arch. There be has left us in the dark. He was too 
much a Gentleman to tell. 
Mrs. Sul. If he were ſecret, I pity him. 
Arch. And if he were ſucceſsful, | envy him. 
Mrs. Sul. How d'ye like that Venus over the Ciomay ? 
Arch. Venus! I proteſt, Madam, I took it for your Pic- 
ture; but now I look again, tis not handſome enough. 


Ss, 


22 Oh, what a Charm is Flattery ? if you wou d 
N there it is, over that Cabinet How 
d'ye like it? 
Arch. T aſt admire any thing, Madam, that has the 
Jeaſt Reſemblance of you—But, methinks, Madam 
De Sullen three or four times 
turns. Prav, Madam, who drew it? 
Mrs. Sul. A famous Hand, Sir. 
(Here Aimwell and Dorinda go off. 
Arch. A famous Hand, Madam :— Your Eyes, indeed, 
are featurd there ; but where's the ſparkling Moitture, 
ſhining F id, e 2 
0 has your arm of killing 
| „ pics that Bed —— 1 1 Lips too are wa 
# out; but where's the Carnation Dew, the pouring 
„ neſs that tempts the Tafte in the Original ? 
; - _ Mts. Fal. % i 
fuch a Man! 8 
Arch. Your Breaſts too, preſumptuous Man! what! 
Paint Heaven! Aprops, Madam, in the very next Picture 
ieee tht was Bruck dead with Lightning, for of- 


* 
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great mind to try—(Gorng.) (Returns.) 'Sdeath, what 


Price paid down, „ their Oath on t. 
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fering to imitate Fove's Thunder; I ſerv'd the 
Painter ſo, Madam ? _ Hoe 

Eyes the Power of Thunder, they 


Mrs. Sul. Had 
ſhou'd employ their Lightning better. 
here's the fineſt in that Room, Madam, 1 


Arch. 
ſuppoſe 'tis your Ladyſhip's Bed- Chamber ? 
Mrs. Sul. "hes what t Sir? 
Arch. I think the Quilt is the richeſt that ever I faw— 


I can't, at this diſtance, Madam, diſtinguiſh the — of * 


the Embroidery: Will you give me leave, Madam 
Mrs. Sul. Devil take bis Impudence—Sure, if IL 
gave him an ity, he durſt not offer it—l have a 


am I doing ?—Aand alone too !—Sifter, Siſter. (Runs out. 
Arch. Fl follow her clofe 
For where ; Frenchinan dur 1 to florm, 
A Briton, ſure, may w-ll i ork perform. Going. 
Enter — * 
Scrub. Martin, Brother Martin. 1 
Arch. O Brother Scrub, I beg your Pardon, I was not 
a going. Here's a Guinea my Maſter order'd you. 
* A 2 3 hi, A a Guinea! eh 
this Light it is a Guinea; but I ſuppoſe expect one 
and Ka. Shiliings in change. * 
Arch. Not at ail, I have another for Gip/ey. 
Scrub. A Guinea for ber! Faggot and Fire for the Witch 
ir. give me that Guinea, and I'll difcover a Plot. 
Arch. A 4 | 
Scrub. Ay, Sir, a Plot, a horrid Plot—Firft, it muſt 
be a Plot, becauſe there's a Woman in't: Secondly, it 
muſt be a Plot, becauſe there's a Prieſt int: Thirdly, it 
muſt be a Plot, becauſe there's French Gold in't: And 


Fourthly, it muſt be a Plot, becauſe I don't know what 


to make on't. | 
Arch. Nor any Body elſe, I'm afraid, Brother Scrub. 
Scrub. Truly, Fa afraid fo too; for where there's a 
Prieſt and a Woman, there's always a Myſtery and a Rid- 
dle——This, I know, that here has been the Doctor 
wich a Temptation in one Hand. and an Abſolution in the 
other, and Gipſey has ſold herſelf to the Devil; I faw the 


4 Arch. 
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Arch. And is all this Buitle about Gip/ey ? 

Scrub. 
there 
Cloſet, a 
33 Did you hear nothing of Mrs. 

en 

Scrub. I did hear ſome Word that founded that way: 
But whether it was Lullen or Dorinda, I cou'd not diſtin- 


guiſh. * 


Arch. You have told this Matter to no Body, Brother? 

Scrub. Told! No, Sir, I thank you for that; I'm re- 
folv'd never to ſpeak one Word pro nor con, till we have 
a Peace. ; . 

Arch. You're i'th' right, Brother Scrub; here's a Treaty 
a foot between the Count and the Lady The Prieit 
and the Chamber-maid are the Plenipotentiat ies It 
ſhall go hard, but I find a way to be included in the 
Treaty. ———— Where's the Door now ? 

Scrub. He and Giſey are this Moment devouring my 
Lady's Marmalade in the Cloſet. 

Aim. ( From without) Martin! Martin! 

Arch I come, Sir, I come. | 

Scrub. But you forgot the other Guinea, Brother Martin. 

Arch. Here I give it with all wy Heart. (Exit. 

Scrub. And I take it with all my Soul———Tcod PI! 
ſpoil your Plotting, Mrs. Gipſey ; and if you ſhou'd ſet 
the Captain upon me, theſe two Guineas will buy me off. 


Exit. 
Enter Irs. Sullen and Dorinda, meeting. 
Mrs. Sul. Well, Siſter. 
Der. And well, Sifter. 
Mrs. Sul. What's become of my Lord? 
Dor. What's become of his Servant? 
Mrs. Sul. Servant! He's a prettier Fellow, and a finer 
by fifty Degrees than his Mafter. 


De. O' my Conſcience, I fancy you cou'd beg that 


Fellow at the Gallows- ſoot. 
Mes. Sul. O' my Conſcience I cou'd, provided I cou'd 
put a Friend of in his room? 

Dor. You defir'd me, Siſter, to leave you, when you 
tranſgrefs'd the Bounds of Honour. * 
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Mrs. Sul Thou dear cenſorious Country Girl—What 
doit mean? You can't think of the Man without the Bed- 
ſellow, I bnd. 

Dor. I don't find any thing unnatural in that Thought; 
while the Vind is converſant with Fleſh and Blood, it muſt 
conform to the Humours of the Company. | 
Mrs. Su/ How a little Love and good Company im- 
proves a Woman! Why, Child, you begin to live - you 


-never ſpoke before. 


Der. Becunte I was never ſpoke to My Lord has told 
me, that I have more Wit and Beauty than any of my 
Sex ; and truly I begin to think the Man is fincere. 

Mrs. Sul You're in the right, Dorinda. Pride is the 
Life of a Woman, and-Flattery is onr daily Bread ; and 
ſhe's a Fool that won't believe a Man"there, as much as 
ſhe that believes him in any thing elle—But PII lay you 
—: ß 
Dor. Done—— What did your Fellow ſay to ye? 

Mrs. Sul. My Fellow took the Picture of Venus for mine. 
Dor. But my Lover took me for Venus herſelf. 
Mrs. Sal. Common Cant! Had my Spark call'd me 


a Venus directly, I ſhould have believed bim a Footman in 


earneſt. 
Der. But my Lover was upon his Knees to me. 
Mrs. Sul. And mine was vpon his Tiptoes to me. 
Der. Mine vow'd to die for me. 
SSSI Reis 
Mine e the ſofteſt moving thi 
"Mrs. Sul. Mine had moving things too. if, 
Dor. Mine kifs'd my Hand ten thouſand times. 
Mrs. Sul. Mine has all that Pleaſure to come. 
— —_ oe 1 . L 
rs. Sul. O lard! D'ye call that a moving thing 
Dor. The 22 in his Quiver, my dear Siſter: 
Why, my ten thouſand Pounds may lie 


_ 


— — - 


- 
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Servants there—Lights, Lights to the Sta 
Aimwell's Coach, — mp + 4 


for her Lad not theſe ? What! Me- 
of a ſudden ? * R 
has been 


Mrs. Sul. Happy, happy, Siſter! Your 


REY 


watchful for your whilſt mine has regard- 
lefs of his ſmiliag Years of circling 's Joys 
for vou, but not one Hour for me ! (Weeps. 


Por. Come, my Dear, we'll talk of ſomething elſe. 

Mrs. Sul. O Dorinda, 1 own myſelf a Woman, full of 
my Sex, a gentle, generous Soul—eaſy and yielding to 
fofr Defires; a ſpacious Heart, where Love and all his 
Train might lodge. And mult the fair Apartment of wy 
Breaſt be made n lie in? 

Der. Meaning your Huſband, I ſuppoſe. 

Mrs. Sul. Halband ! No, Even Huſband is too foft a 
name for him— But come, I expect my Brother here to 
Night .or to Morrow ; he was abroad of «= my Father 
marry'd me, perhaps he'll find a way to make me eaſy. 

Dor. Will you promiſe not to make yourſelf ealy in 
the mean time with my Lord's Friend ? 

Mrs. Sul. You wittnke me, Suter——Tt happens with 
us, as among the Men, the greateſt Talkers are the 
_ greateſt owards, and there's a Reaſon for it; thoſe ſpi 
rits evaporate in Prattle, which might do more Viſchicf 
if they took another Courſe — Thoꝰ, to confeſs the Truth, 
J do love that Fellow ;—And if I met him dreft as he 
ſhou'd be, and I undreſt as I ſhould be Lock e, 
Siſter, I "have no ſupernatural Gifts: l can't 
ſwear I cou'd refiſt the Temptation, tho I can fate- 
ly promiſe to avoid it; and that's as much as the beſt of 
us 


can do. 
(Exit Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda. 
Enter Aimwell and Archer laughing. 


Arch And the ders —＋·.Z — motherly 
Gentle woman 


Arch. Nay, if adhere to thoſe Princi 
you ples, ſtop 


you are. 
Aim. I can't ſtop; for I love her to DiſtraQion. 3 
C. 
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Arch. Sdeath. if you love her a Hair's breadth beyond 
Diſcretion, acl =» a» tocder. 

Aim. Well, well, any thing to deliver us from ſaunter- 

ing away our idle Evenings at White's, Tom's, or Mille, 

and be ſtinted to bear looking at our old Acquaintance, 

the Cards ; becauſe our impotent Pockets can't afford us a 


Gui — 

ch. Or be obliged to fome Purſe- proud Coxcomb for 
a ſcandalous Bottle, where we muſt not pretend to our 
Share of the Diſcourſe, becauſe we cant t pay our Club 
o'th' Reckoning Damn it, I had rather ſpunge 
upon Morris, and ſup upon a Diſh of Bohea ſcor'd be- 
hind the Door | 


Aim. And there expoſe our want of Senſe by talking 
Criticiſms, as we ſhould our want of Money by railing at 
the Government. 

Arch. Or be obliged to ſneak into the Side-box, and 
between both Houſes, ſteal two Acts of a Play; and be- 
cauſe we ha'n't Money to fee the other three, we come 


| away diſcontented, and damn the whole five. 

Ain. And ten thouſand ſuch raſcally Trick: 
liv'd our Fortunes among our Accquaintan 3ut nov 

reh Ay, now, 1s the Time to prevent all this—Strike 


our Adventure—He ſhall marry you, and pit T 
ſim. But I ſhou'd not kke a Woman can be ſo 
fond of a Frenchman. | 

Arch. Alas, Sir, Neceflity has no Law ; the Lady may 
be in Diſtreſs; perhaps ſhe has a confounded Huſband, 
and her Revenge may carry her farther than her Love— 
» I have to good an Opinion of her, and of myſelf, 


in to fancy ſtrange things; and we muſt ſay this 
onour of our Women, and indeed of ourſelves, 


while the Iron is kot— This Prieſt is the — part of — —- 


wa 
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Feig. Fat Naam is upon me? My Name is Fos Joy. 

Aim. Foigard! A very good Name tor a : 
Pray, Doctor Foigard, were you ever in Ireland 

Fotg. Ireland No, Joy. Fat fort of Plaace it dat 
ſaam [reland? Dey fay the People are catch'd dere when 
dey are young | , 

Ain. And ſome of em when they're old ;—as for Ex- 
ample. (Takes Foigard by the Shouliler.) Sir, I arreſt you 
as a Traytor again the Government; you're a Subject of 
England, and this Morning ſhewed me a Commiſſion, by 

:; Which you ſetv'd as Chaplainin the French Army: This is 
Death by our Law, and your Reverence muſt be hang'd for't. 
Faig. Upon wy Shoul, noble Friend. dis iz ſtrange News 
pon tell me; Fader Feigard a Subject o England! de Son of 
a Burgomaſter of Bruſſels a Subject of E neiand! Ubooboo-- 
Aim. The Son of a Bog-trotter in Ireland; Sir, your 
Tongue will condemn you betore any Bench in the King- 
dom. 
; Fig. And is my Tongue all your Evidenſh, Joy? 
1 Ain. | hat's enough. ' 

+ * Foig. No, no, Joy, tor I vill never ſpeak En:/iſh no more. 

- Ai. Sg, I have other Evidence——Here, Martin, f 
you know this Fellow. 

Enter Archer. | 

„ Arch (In a brogne.) Saave you, my dear Cuſſen, how 
does your H-alth? 7 
 Faig. Ah! upon my Shoul dere is my Countryman, and 
kis Brogue will hang mine. ( Afsde.) Mynheer, Ick ⁊vet neat 
' ev tt hey zacht, Ick Univer//on exe neat, Sacramant. 
Ain. Altering your Language won't do, Sir, this Fel- 

low knows your Perſon, and will ſwear to your Face, 

Flig. Faaſh! Fey is dere a Brogue upon my Faafſh too! 4 
Arch. Upon my Soulvation dere iſh Joy But, Cuſſen Ch 

+ Mackſhane ; vil you not put a Remembrance upon me? 

Fyig. Mackſbane ; by St. Patria, dat iſh my Naame 

fure enough. (Afede. 


Aim. | fancy, Archer, you have it. : | 
Fo. The Devil hang you, Joy——By fat Acquain- | 


tance are you my Cuſſen 


"a Arch. O, de Devil hang yourſelf, Joy; you 


know we 
— - were little Boys togeder upon de School, 


Fo- 
aa 


1 
2 


1 
'e 
How 
Cr 


SS © * 


n 


ſter-Moders's Son was married upon my Nurſe's 
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Joy, and fo we are [riſ6 Cuſſens. 
8 take de Relation! Vel, Joy, and fat 
was it 


Arch. I think it ——— whos Tipperary. 
Foig: No, no, Joy ; it was Kilkenny. 

Aim. That's enough for for us--Self-Conteffion--Come, Sir, 
we mult deliver you into the Hands of the next Magiſtrate. 
= r you to Goal. you're try d next Aſſiaes, 

away you go ſwing into 

Foig. And 1 Cuſſen ? 8 

Arch. It vil be ſo wid you, Cuilen, if you don't imme- 
diately confefs the Secret between you and Mrs. Gipſey 
Look'e, Sir, the Gallows or the Secret, take your Choice. 

Foig. The Gallows! upon my Shoul I hate that ſhame 
Gallows, for it is a diſeaſh « dat is fatal to our Family. — 
Vel, den, dere is nothing; Shentlewens, but Mrs. Sullen 
wou'd ſpeak with the Count in her Chamber at Midnight, 
CRF TTY 
e the Plaſh myſhelt. 

Arch. As I gueſs'd 
Matter to the Count : 

Foig. I have not ſheen him ſince. 

Arch. Right again; why then, DoQtor, —you ſhall 
conduct me to the Lady iniieud of the Count. 

Foig. Fat my Cuſſen to the Lady! Upon my Shoul, 
Gra, dat is too much upon the Brogue. * 
Arch. Come, come, Doctor, confider we have 
Rope e bout your Neck, and if you offer to ſqueak, ve 
ſtop your Wind pipe, mot certainly; we ſhall have ano- 
ther Jo'!:b for you in a Day or two, hope. 

Aim Here's Company coming this . let's into my 
Chamber, and there concert our Affairs arther. 

Arch. Come my dear Cuſſen, come (Ex-unt. 
Enter Boniface, Hounſlow and Bagſhot at one Door, 

Gibbet at the eppeſite. 


E 


— - 


« 


— 


Gib. Well. Gentlemen, tis a tine Night for our Enterpriſe. 
Hlounſ. Dark as Hell. 
Bag. And blows like the Devil ; our Landlord here has 
ſhow's us the Window where we mult break in, and tells 
us the Plate ſtand: in the W ain!cor Cuptoard in the 2 
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c Bon. Ay, ay, Mr. Bagſbet, as the ſaying is, Kaives 


and Forks, and Cups, and Cans, and Tumblers and 
Tankards— There's one Tankard, as the is, that's 
near upon as big as me, it was a Preſent to uire 
> © > oaſt 


— 


— He's ſafe enough, I have fairly enter d * 
ſuch a Parcel 


Bon (be fee i cher Comp 83238 


1 dag and Bagſbot ſee our Arms fix d, 
Hounſlow, our 
1 — 
2 — 
23 Wel 


Ben. A Chicken, as the faying — have no 


Creature but the Ladies. 

Gib. And I can aſſute you, Friend, there's a great deal 
of Addreſs and good Manners in robbing a Lady; I am 
the moſt a Gentleman that way that ever travelFd the 
Road—But, my dear Bonny, this Prize will be a Galleon, 

\ a Vigo Buſinels——— 1 warrant you we ſhall bring off 
three or four 'T houtand Pound. 

Bon. In Plate, Jewels and Money, as the ſaying is, 


_ 
| \ . = Why then, Tyhurn, I defy thee, Pl! get up to 
| Ne * N Town, fell off my Horſe and Arms, buy myſelf tome 


Employment in the Houſhald, and be as ſnug, and 
as honeit as any Cour tier of em all 
Bon. And what think you then of my Daughter Cherry 
for a Wiſe? 
Gil. Look'e, my dear Bonny—Cherry is the Goddeſs 1 
adore ; as the Song goes; but it is a Mixim that Man and 
Wite 


38 8ERITRS ra 


FA. 


other Gentlemen. 
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63 
Wife ſhou'd never have it in their Power to 
_ for if they r _ 


72 72 4 * WAIVE 765 Srargr. N * 7th 


ALY of þ 4 S to — Hoot 
3 u 
SCENE continues. Knocking without. f 


Enter Boniface. 


ing, — 4 11. 
( : at this time ir a 27 
ing is, for r 
Enter Sir Charles Freeman. 

Sir Ch. What Fellow! A Publick-Houſe, and a- Bed 
when other People ſleep? 

Bon. le as the ſaying is. 

Sir wn Mr. Sullen's Family a Bed think'e ? . 

Bon but the Squire himſelf, Sir, as the ſaying i 
he's in the Houſe. h * 

Sir Ch. What Company has he? 

Bon. Why, Sir, there's the Conſtable, Mr. Gage the 
Exciſeman, the Hunch-back'd Barber, and two or three 


=, 


Sir Ch. I find my Siſter's Letters gave me the true Pic- 
ture ot her Spoule. 

Enter Sullen Drunk. 

Ban. 1 here's TER ho mY 

Sul. u t me 

Sir Ch. Well, Sir. _ 

Sul. Sir, I am an unfortunate Man I have three 
thouſand Pound a Year, and I can't get a Man to drink 
a Cup of Ale with me. 

Sir "Ch. That's very bard. 


Sul. 


* 


6⁴ 
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Sul. Ay, Sir, —And unleſs you have upon me, and 
ſmoak one with AI go 
Wife, and rather go to the Devil by half. 

he with x 


omen 
my Wie! ky yes * 


1 that Pickle 
Suf. What! — wah 
me for an Atbeifl or aRake*? 


2 
Sir Ch. If you n 188 
lie from her. * you ha He 


Sul. I think ſo too, FR 
of Peace, and muſt do nothing the Law: 

Sir Ch. Law! as I take it, Mr. Juſtice, no Body ob- 
ſerves Law for Law's ſake, only for the good of thoie for 
1 Dor if the Law orders ſend Goal, 

wt. But w me to you to 
you muſt Fe there, my Friend. 

Sir Ch. Not unleſs | commit a Crime to deferve it. 

Sul. A Crime! Oons, a'n't I marry'd ? 

Sir Ch. Nay, Sir, it you call Marriage a Crime, you 
muſt diſown it for a Law. 

Sul. Eh!—I muſt be acquainted with you Sit But, 


Nate 


Sir, I hou'd be very glad to know the Truth of this Mat- 
Ter. 
Sir Ch. Truth, Sir, is a profound Sea, and few there 


be that dare wade deep enough to find out the Bottom on't. 
Befides, Sir, I'm afraid the Line of your Underſtanding 
mayn't be long enough. 

ul. Loo e, ir, I have nothing to ſay to your Sea of | 
Truth, but if a good parcel of Land can entitle a Man to 


a little Truch, | have as much as any He in the Country. 


Bon. | never heard your V\ orfhip, as the ſaying is, 
talk to much before. 
> Becaute I never met with a Man that I lik'd be- 

Bon. Pray, Sir, as the faying is, let me aſk one 
Queſtion ? 4 nat Man arid WI e one Fleſh? xa 
Sir Ch. You and your Wife, Mr. Cats, may be one 
Fleſh, becauie vou are nothing elle— but rational 
Creatures have Minds that mult be united. . 

Sul. Miads ! 


Sir Ch. 
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Sit Ch. Ay, Minds, Sir, don't you think that the 
Mind takes place of the Body? \ 
Sul. In ſome Poeple. 

Sir Ch. enen 
ſulted before that of his Servant. 

Sul. Sir, you ſhall dine with me to morrow—Oons ! 
always thought that we were naturally one. 
2 Sir, I know that my two Hands are f 
becauſe they love one another, kiſs cne another. 
IS 2 Tn all the Actions of Life; but I cou d 
not ſay fo much, if they were all at Cuffs. 

Sul. Then 'tis plain that we are two. 1 

Sir Ch. Why don't . with her, Sir ? 

$u. Will you take her, Sir E 
Sir Ch. With 1 87 8 

1 


Ful. You ſhall have her to Morrow Morning, and a 
Veniſon paſty into the Bargain. * 

Sir Ch. You'll let me have her Fortune. too? 

Sul. Fortune! why, Sir, E have no Quarrel at her For- 
centre eats date he Women, Sir, and none but the 
Woman ſhall go. 

Sir Ch. But her Fortune, ©: WT. 

Fu. Can you play at Whiſt, Six? 

Sir Ch. No, truly, Sir. 

Sul. Nor at all fours ? 

Sir Ch. Neither. 

Sul. Oons! where was this Man bred. (4/de.) Burn 
me, Sir, I can't go home, tis but two a Clock. 5 

Sir Ch. For halt an hour, Sir, if you pleaſe But you 
muſt conſider 'tis late. 

Sul. Late! that's the Reaſon Irren 


Come, Sit EUR: 


nter Terry, run! acroſs "the Srage and 7 vans at Aim- 

wells Chamber Door. Enter Aimwell in bis Night- 

Cap and Gown. 

Aim. What's the matter ? you tremble, Child, you're 

frighted. 

* * 9 e in „ * 
ute, a Gan uUcs are gone co 10d m 

dy dy Bonntifuls Houſe. * 4 : 


Aim How! ; PO = ———. 
—— LAN Chex. 
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2d em to the very Door, and left em 


you alarm'd any Body elſe with the News? 
No, no, Sir, I wanted to have diſcover'd the 

whole Plot, and twenty other Things to your Man Mar- 

in; but I have ſearch'd the whole bold 26d anc flag | 


my Heart, Sir, my Lady Bountiful is 


God-mother ; and I love Mrs. Derinda fo well. 
Him. Dorina the Name inſpires me, the Glory and 


Swor 
E 


m 
95 - 
'F,, 
OA ti» 


Enter Mrs. Sullen, Dorinda, undreſs'd; a Table and Lights. 
Der. "Tis very late, Siſter, no News of your Spouſe 


r 


MN 
Wo 
— 


Sul. I don't know what to do; hey hoe. 
Dor. That's a defiring Sigh, Sifter. 
Mrs. Sul. This is a languiſhing Hour, Siſter. 
Dor. And might prove a critical Minute, if the pretty 
Fellow were here. | 
Mrs. Sul. Here! what, in my Bed- chamber, at two a 
Clock o'th' Morning, I undreſs'd, the Family aſleep, my 
hated Huſband abroad, and my lovely Fellow at my Feet 


Wha 
M 
4 

the 
V 


O gad Siſter? 
Der. Thoughts are free, Siſter, and 

So my Dear, good Night. : (Exit. * 
Mrs. ul. A reſt to my dear Dorinda Thoughts 


free! are they ſg, why then ſuppoſe him here, dreſs'd like 


a youthful, gay, and burning Bri [ Here Archer 
feats cut o et] with — enchanting, Eyes be- 
8 4 | — 


22223 Turns a little en one Side, an 
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in the e ſbe deſcribes) Ah (Shrieks, and 
runs 10 the other Side of the Stage.) Have my Thoughts 
rais'd a Spirie— What me you, fir, a Man or a Devi 

Arch. A Man, a Man, Madam. (Rifeng. 

Mrs. Sul. How ſhall I be fure of it? 

Arch. Madam, I'll give you a Demonſtration this Mi- 
nute. [Takes ber Hand. 

Mrs. Sul. What Sir ! do you intend to be rude ? 

Arch. Yes, Madam, if you 7 
Mrs. Sul. In the Name of Wonder, whence came ye? 
Arch. From the Skies, Madam Tm a Jupiter in 
Love, and you ſhall be my Alcmena. 

Mrs. Sul. How came you in? 

Arch. I flew in at the Window, Madam; your Couſin 
Cupid leut me his Wings, and your Sitter Venus open d the 
Caſement. | 

Mrs. Sul. Pm ſtruck dumb with Admiration. 

Arch. And I with Wonder. (Looks paſſionately on ber. 

des i by ral the dens teeming joll 

Arch. How beauti eeming jolly 
Spring ſmiles in her blooming Face ; an4 when the was 
concerv'd, her Mother ſmelt Roſes, look'd on Lillie 
Lillies unfold their White, their fragrant Charms, 

When the warm Sun thus darts inte their Arms. 


| (Runs to her. 
Mrs. Sul. Ak! (Shrieks. 
Arch. Ooas, Madam, what do you mean? you'll rate 


the Houſe. | 

Mrs. Sul. Sir, Fll wake the Dead before I'll bear this 
What! approach me with the Freedom of a Keeper! Fin 
glad on't, your Iinpudence has cur'd me. 

Arch. If this be Impudence, (Knee!) I leave to your 

rtial ſelf ; no panting Pilgri:n, after a tedious, painful 
| c'er bow d before his Saint with more Devotion. 

Mrs. Ful. Now, now, Far ruin'd it he kneels. [AH de. 
Riſe, thou proſt tate Engineer, not all thy undermining Skill 
ſhall reach my. Heart—Rite, and know I am a Woman 
without my Sex; I can love to all the Tenderneſs of 
Wiſhes, Sighs and ue go no far ther Still to 

2 


con- 


a . 
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convince you 
Frailty, confeſs my Weakneſs even for you—But—— 

Arch. For me! | [Going to lay hold on her. 

Mrs. Sul. Hold, Sir, build not upon that——for my 
moſt mortal Hatred follows, if you difobey what I com- 
————- leave me F this Miaone——If he de- 


(fe. 


you will. 

Arch. Your Lips muſt ſeal the Promiſe. 

Mes, Sul. Pham! they muſt. [Kiſſes ber. * 

Are mu 
and Paradiſe! And why not now, Las, he ime, 
the Place, Silence and Secrecy, all confpire—And the 
now conſcious Stars have pre-ordain'd this Moment for 
ineſs [Takes her in bis Arms. 

Mrs Sul. You will not, cannot, ſure! 

Arch. If the Sun rides faſt, and diſappoints not Mortals 
of to Morrow's Dawn, this Night ſhall crown my Joys. 

Mrs. Sul. My Sex's Pride aſſiit me. 

Arch. My Sex': Strength help me. 
Mrs. Sul. You ſhall kill me firſt. 
Arch. ll die with — her 

Mrs. Sul. Thieves i; "nl Murther e of 

Enter Scrub in bis Breeches, and one Shoe. 

$cerub. Thieves, Thieves, Murther, Popery. 

Arch. Ha! the very timorous Stag will kill in Rut- 
ay time. [ Draws and offers to Stab Scrub. 

crub. [Kneeling ] O pray, Sir, ſpare all I have and 

take my Life. 

Mrs. Sul. [Helding Archer's Hand.] What does the 
Fellow mean ? 

Scrub. O Madam, 33 Mar- 
row bones — he's one of them. 
Of whom? 
Scrub. One of the Rogues I beg your Pardon, one of the 


\ 


honeft Gentlemen that — now ate brcke into the Houſe. 


Arch. How! 
Mis Sud. 1 hope you did not come to rob me ? 


that I'm more than Woman, I can ſpeak my 


e ͤ— | = TE—=—@— © 
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nothing but bh e de . 
r 
1 
$crub. Granted! tis Sir, take all we have. 
Mrs. Sul. The Fellow looks as if he were broke out 
of Bedlam. 
Scrub. Oons, Madam, re broke into the Houſe 
with Fire and Sword; I faw beard them, they'll be 
here this Minute. 
Arch. What, Thieves ? 
Scrub. Under Favour, Sir, I think ſo. 
| _ 2 do, * * 
Arch. with your ip a good Ni 
Mrs. Sul. Will you leave me? oY = 
Arch. Leave you! Lord, Madam, did not you com- 
mand me to be gone juſt now, upon pain of your immor- 


tal Hatred. | 
Nay, but pray, Sir— (Takes bold of bim. 


Mrs. Sul. 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha, now comes my Turn to be raviſh'd 
—You ſee now, Madam, you muſt ute Men one way or 
other; but take this by the way, good Madam, that gone 
but a Fool will give you the Benefit of his Courage, un- 
lefs you'll! take his Love along with it—-How are they 
arm'd, Friend ? 

Scrub. With Sword and Piſtol, Sir. | 

Arch. Huſh! —1 fee a dark Lanthorn coming thro” the 
—— be aſſut d I will protect you, or loſe 
my Life. 

Mrs. Sul. Your Life! no, Sir, they can rob me of no- 
thing that I value half ſo much; therefore now, Sir, let 
me intreat you to be gone. | 

Arch. No, Madam, I'll conſult my own Safety, for the 
fake of yours ; I'll work by Stratagem: Have you courage 
enough to ſtand the Appearance of em? 

Mrs. Sul Yes, yes, fince I have 'icaped your Hands I 
can face any thing. 

on. Come hither, Brother Scrub; Don't you know 
me 

Scrub. Eh! my dear Brother, let me kiſs thee. 

5 (%, Archer. 


Arch. 
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Arch. This W 
1 — bids bebind the Bod 


Sater Gibbet, with 4 dark Lanthorn in one Hand and a 
a Piſtal in other. 
Gib. 2 this ĩs the Chamber, and the Lady alone. 
Mrs. Sul. Who are you, Sir? What wou'd you have? 
Do you come to rob me ? 


Gib. rn ; 
er Brother, Madam; and Madam, if you make a 
(Loyi . ——— 
n and Pi | 
Ri Madam ; don't e 
nd Reſpect for you, Madam ; your 
Keys, Madam; don't be frighted, Madam; Fm the moſt 
of a Gentleman: ( Searching ber Pockets.) This Necklace, 
Madam; I was never rude to any ft have a Ve- 
neratĩon for this Necklace (Here Archer bawing come 
round, and ſciz'd the Pifto!, takes Gibbet by the Collar, 
trips up bis Heels and claps the Piſtol to his Breaft. 
Arch. Hold, prophane Villian, and take the Reward 


op yy 3 

Gib. Oh! Pray, Sir, don't kill me; I an't prepar'd. 
Arch How many is there of em, Scrub ? 
Serub. Five and Forty, Sir. 
Arch. Then I muſt kill the Villain, to have him out 


of the way. 
G Hala, hold, Sir ; we are but three, upon my Ho- 
you undertake to ſecure him ? 


Arch. Scrub, Will 
Serub. Not I, Sir! kill him! kill him! 
Arch. Rus to Gip/ey's Chamber, there you will find the 

Doctor; bring him hãther preſently. (Exit Scrub running. 
Come, Roguc, it you have à ſhort Prayer, ſay it. 

Gib. dir, I have no Prayer at all; the Government 
has provided a Chap lain to fay Prayers for us on theſe 
Occaſions. ' | 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, Su, don't kill him:—You fright me 
as much as him 

arch. The Dog ſhall die, Madam, for being the occa- 
ſion oy Diſappointment———Sirrah, this Moment is 


* Cib. 


* 


** 
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* Til give you Two hundred Pounds to ſpare 
we Have you no more, Raſcal ? 7 
Gib. Yes, Sir, I can command four Hundred ; 
mutt preſerve Two of em to ſave my Life at the 


2 —— 


Arch. Here, Doctor, A* 5 
you, may manage him Lay of him, Doctor. 
Foigard /ays bald of Gibbet. 


Gib. Welder to the Prieſt already 
Look'e, Doctor, you come before your time ; I ant con- 
_— yet; ions? ng 


r vil make you a good 
yur wer Abl, 


* Abſolution ! Can you procure me a Pardon, Doc- 


as 4. . 


1 
bar into eee; there bs 


the Head, —— and come back to us with all the 
ou can. 
4 come, Doctor, do you hold him faſt, 


Scrub. Ay, 
and I'll guard h 

Mrs. Sul. But how came the Doctor? 

Arch. In ſhort, Madam—(Shriekting without.) 'Sdeath ! 
the Rogues are at work with the other Ladies Fn 
vex'd I parted with the Piſtol; but I muſt fly to their 
Afﬀiftance—— Will you ſtay here, Madam, or venture 
yourſelf with me ? 

ln Oh, with you, dear Sir, with you. 

(Takes him by the Arm, and Exeunt. 


SCENE 


Ss 
Enter Scrub and Foigard. 2 


dear Joy, I vil ſecu and - 
_ Joy 122 


* 
Fl 
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Enter Hounſlow ing in the Lady Bountiful, and Bag- 
ſhot hat in Dorinda; the Rogues with Swords drawn. . 

Houn. Come, come, your Jewels, Miſtreſs. 
Bag. Your Keys, your old Gentlewoman. 
Enter Aimwe 

Aim. Turn this way, Villains ; I durſt engage an A 
in ſuch a ( He engages 'em bath. 
. ©, Madam, had I but a Sword to help the brave 

Man! 


L. Boun. There's three or four hanging up in the Hall; 

but Tan. Fil go fetch one however. (Exit. 

Enter Archer and Mrs. Sullen. 

Arch. Hold, hold, my Lord, every Man his Bird, pray. 
(They engage Man t Man, the Rogues are 

thrown and diſarm'd. | 


DER ˙ ö 
Arch. Shall we al the Rogues ? 
Aim. No, no, we'll bind them. 
Arch. Ay, ay ; here, Madam, lend me your Garter. 
(To Mrs. Sullen who Hand by him. 
Mrs. Sul. The Devil's in this Fellow; he fights, loves, 
and banters all in a Breath Here's a Cord that the 
brought with em, I ſuppoſe... 
Arch. Right, right, the Rogues Deſtiny, a Rope to 
| hang himfelft ———— Come, my Lord his is but a 
ſcandalous fort ol an Office, (Binding the Rogues together.) 
if our Adventures ſbou'd end in this Sort of Hangman- 
N Work ; but I hope there is fomething in proſpect that 
= Enter Scrub. - 
ö * Well, Scrub, have you tecur'd your Tartar ? 
\ } 


Scrub. Yes, Sir, I left the Prieſt and him diſputing 

ut Religion. | 
Aim. And pray carry theſe Gentlemen to reap the Be- 
nefit of the Conttoverſy. (Delivers the Pri/oners to 
Sctub, who leads the n out. 
| Mrs. Sul. 


| bear down | her Reaſon, and awa 
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Mis. Sul. Pray, Siſter, how came my Lord here? 


Dor. And " how came the here? 
Mrs Sul. N tell you the greateſt Piece of Vi 
(They talk in dumb $ 


22 I fancy, Archer, you have been more ſucceſsful 
your Adventures than the Houſe-breakers. 
22 No matter for my Adventure, yours is the Prin- _ 
Preſs her — Minute to * while ; 
tation 


ſome 
deset Nonſenſe or 2 ;—Addrets her like Alex - 
ander in the Height of his Victory, confound der Senlea, 
is now in the Cellar and dare not refuſe to do the Work. 

Enter Laily Bountiful. 

Aim. But how thall I get off without being obſery'd ? 

Arch. You a Lover! And not find a Way to get off 
let me fee. 

Aim. You bleed, Archer. 

Arch. Sdeath, I'm glad on't; this Wound | will do the 
BuGnefs—V'l. — the old Lady and Mrs. Sullen about 
dreſſing my Wound, while you carry off Dorinda. 

L. Boun. Gentlemen, cou'd we underſtand how you 

wou d be gratified for the Services 

Arch. Come, come, my Lady, this is no time for 
Compliments ; I'm wounded, Madam. 

L. Boun and Mrs. Sul. How ! wounded ! 

Dor. I hope, Sir, you have receiv'd no Hurt ? 

Aim. None but what you may cure 

(Makes Love in dumb Show. 

L. Beun Let me ſee your Arm, Sir—l muft have ſome 


 Powder-ſugar to ſtop the Blood. — 0 me! aa ugly 


Gaſh, upon my Word, ir, you muſt go into Bed. 

Arch. Ay, my Lady, a Bed wou'd do very well—Ma- 
dam (To Mrs. Sullen) GE me the Favour to con- . 
duct me to a Chamber? 

L. Beun. Do, do, Daughter, while I get the 
Liat, and the Probe, and the Plaäſter ready 

(Runs out one way, Aimwell carries off Dorinda 
another. 
G Arch. 
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Arch. Come, Madam, why don't Mo- 
ther's Commands? a 
Me. Sul. How can you, after what is paſt, have the 
Arch 1 that, how after what 
. And i to that, can you w 
is paſt, INN 
Blood ſhed in your Defence, and my Life expos d for your 
Proteftion—Look'e, Madam, Pm none of your Roman- 
tick Fools that fight Giants and Monſters for nothing; 
my Valour is downright Swiſs ; Pm a Soldier of Fortune, 
and muſt be paid. 


Arch. "Tis ungenerous in you, Madam, not to re- 
ward 'em. | 
Mrs. Sul. How ! at the Expence of my Honour ! 
Arch. Honour! Can Honour conſiſt with Ingratitude? 
If you wou'd deal like a Woman of Honour, do hke a Man 
of Honour: d ye think I wou'd deny you in ſuch a Caſe? 

Enter a ye * Pl 

Ser. Madam, Lady or me to 
your Brother is Ne Sag the Gate. oy 
Mrs. Sul. My Brother! Heavens be prais'd—Sir ; he 
Hall thank you for your Services, he has it in his Power. 
Arch. Who is your Brother, Madam ? : 
Mrs Sul Sir Charles Freenan—— You'll excuſe me, 
Sir ; I muſt go and receive him. (Exit. 
Arch. Sir Charles Freeman! Death and Hell! My 
old Acquaintance. Now unleſs Aimwell has made good 
uſe of his time, all our fair Machine goes ſouſe into the 


—— (Exit. 
8 CEN E, changes to the Gallery in ile 


£ Houſe. 
bcc HAalls 


| Dorinda. | 
Der. Well, well, my Lord, you have conquer'd ; your 

late ous Action will, I hope, plead for my eaſy 

Yi „ tho” I muſt own your Lordſhip had a Friend 


in the Fort before. ö 
Ain. 
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Aim. The Sweets of Hybla dwell upon her Tongue 
Hare Dod | 


. eady : „ firſt, my Lord. one Word 
T have a frightful Example of a haſty Marriage in my own 
Family; when I reflect upon't, it ſhocks me. Pray, my 
Lord, conſider a little. . | 
_ Confider! Do you doubt my Honour or my 
ve? 
Dor. Neither: I do believe you equally juſt as brave— 
And were your whole Sex drawn out for me to chuſe, I 
ſhou'd not caſt a look upon the Multitude if you were ab- 


ſent—But, my Lord, I'm a Woman; Colours, Conceal- 


ments may hide a thouſand Faults in me; Therefore 
know me better firſt; J hardly date affirm I knew myſelf 
in any thing except my Love. 

Aim. Such Goodneſs who cou'd injure; I find | 
unequal to the Taſk of a Villain ; ſhe has gain'd my 
and made ir honeit like her own: I cannot, cannot 
hurt her. (Aide) Doctor, retire, (Exit Foigard.) Ma- 
dam, behold your Lover and your Proſelyte, and ju.ige of 
my Paſſion by my Converſion ——Pm all a Lie, nor dare 
I give a Fiction to your Arms; I'm all Counterfeit ex- 
cept my Paſſion. 

Dor. Forbid it Heaven! A Counterfeit! 

Aim. | am no Lord, but a poor needy Man, come with 
a mean, ſcandalous Deſign to prey upon your Fortune: 
But the Beauties of your Mind and Perſon have fo won 
me from myſelf, that like a truſty Servant, I prefer the 
Intereſt of my Mittreſs to my own. f 

Dor. Sure I have had the Dream of ſome poor Mariner, 
a ſleeping Image of a welcome Port, and wake, involy'd 


in Storms———Pray, Sir, who are you? 


* 8 

Aim. Brother to the Man whoſe Title I uſurp'd, but 
to his Honour or his Fortune. 

Dor. Matchleſs honeſty Once I was proud, Sir, 

d, 

g 


of your Wealth and Title, but now am prouder that 
want it: Now I can ſhew my aim was juſtly — 
and had no aim but Love. Doctor, come in. 


G 2 Enter 
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Enter Foigard at one Door, Gipſey at another, who whiſ- 
pers Dorinda. 
Your pardon, Sir; we ſha'n't want you now, Sir? You 
muſt excuſe me—P1! wait on you preſently. 
(Exit with Gipſey. 
Foig. Upon my Shoul, now, dis is fooliſh. (Exit. 


Aim. Gone! and bid che Prieſt depart———it has an 


ominous look. 
Enter Archer. 
Arch. Courage, Tom, — —Shall I wiſh you Joy? 
Aim. No. 7 


Arch. Oons, Man, what ha' you been doing? 
Ain. O Archer, my Honeſty, I fear bas tuin'd me. 
+ Arch How! 

Ain. I have diſcover'd myſelf. 

Arch. Ditcover'd! And without my Conſent? What 
have I embark'd my ſmall remains in the ſame Bottom 
with youre, and you diſpoſe of all without my Partner- 
ſhip? < 
Him. O Archer, 1 own my Fault. 

Arch. After Convittion—'Tis then too late for pardon 
—You may remember, Mr. Aimwell, that you propos'd 
this Folly—As you begun, fo end it—Henceforth III 
hunt my Fortune fingle So farewell. 

Aim. Stay, my dear Archer, but a Minute. 

Arch. Stay! What to be deſpis d, expos'd and laugh'd 
at! No, 1 wou'd ſooner change Conditions with the 
worſt of Rogues we juſt now bound, than bear one fcorn- 
ful Smile from the proud Knight that once I treated as 


Avch. Sir Charles Freeman, Brother to the Lady that I 
had almoſt—But no matter for that. Tis a curs'd Night's 
Work, and fo I leave you to make the beſt on't. 

Aim. Freeman ! One Word, Archer. Still I 
have Hopes; methought ſhe receiv'd my Confeſſion with 


e. 
Arch. Sdeath who doubts it ? 


Aim. She conſented after to the Match; and till I dare 


believe ſhe will be juſt 
Arch. 


1 
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Arch. To herſelf, I warrant her, as you ſhou'd have 


been. 
Aim. By all as comes, and ſmiling comes. 
22 ty gay. 
Dor. Come, = dear 122474 fly with Impatience to 
= Arms— The Minutes of my Abſence were a tedious 
Where's this — — 
Enter Foigard. 
Arch Oons, a brave*Girl. 
Dor. A my Lord, this Gentleman is privy to 
our Affairs? 
Arch. Yes, yes, Madam, I'm to be your Father. 
Dor. Come, rief, do your Office. 
Arch. Make haſte, make haſte, couple 'em any way. 
(Takes Aimwell's Hand.) Come, Madam, I'm to give 


"i My Mind's alter'd, I won't. 

Arch. Eh —— 

Aim. Tm-confounded. 

Faig. Upon my Shoul, and ſho is mv ſhelf. 

Arch. What's the matter now, Madam? 

Der. Look'e, Sir, ane renerous Action deferves ano- 
ther. —T bis Gentleman's — oblig'd him to hide no- 
thing from me; my Juſtice engages me to conceal nothing 
from him; in ſhort, Sir, you are the Perſon that you 
thought you counterfeited ; you are the true Lord Vit- 
count Aimwell, and | wiſh your Lorattip Joy. Now, 
Prieſt, you may be gone; if my Lord is now — with 
the Match, I'll let his Lordſhip — = in the Face oi 
the World. 

Aim. A: cher, what does ſhe mean ? 

Dar. Heie's e Witnels for my Truth. 

Enter Sir Charles and Mrs. Sullen. 

Sir Ch. lle cer Lord Aimwell, | v-ilb-you Joy. 

Him. Oi hate 

Sir Cb. Ot your Honour, and Fſtate. Your Brother 
died the D.y Lefore I left Cendan; aud all your Friends 
bare writ a tet you to Bruſſels; among the te I did my- 
{L the Hondur. 

4: ch. Heaik'e, Sir Knight, don't you baater now? 


G 3 Sis Ch, 
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Sir Ch. "Tis Truth, upon my Honour. 
Aim. Thanks to the pregnant Stars that form'd this 


Accident. | 

Arch. Thanks to the Womb of Time that brought it 
forth; away with it. | 

Aim. Thanks to my Guardian Angel that led me to 
the Pre ———— | [Taking Dorinda's Hand. 

Arch. And double Thanks to the. Sir Charles 
Freeman. My Lord, I wiſh yob joy. y Lady, I wiſh 
you Joy _——Egad, Sir Freeman, you're the honeft- 
eſt Fellow hving._——©-—'Sdeath, Fm 


A Word, my Lord ; Don't you remember ſomething of 
a previous Agreement, that entitles me to the Moiety of 
this Lady's Fortune, which, I think, will amount to five 
thouſand Pound ? 

Aim. Not a Penny, Archer; You wou'd ha' cut my 
Throat juſt now, becauſe I wou'd not deceive this La- 
dy. 
FE? Ay, and F'll cut your Throat again, if you ſhou'd 
deceive her now. 

Aim. That's what I expect; and to end the Diſpute, 
the Lady's Fortune is ten I houſand Pound, we'll divide 
Stakes; take the ten Thouſand Pound or the Lady. 

Dor. How! Is your Lordſhip fo indifferent? 

Arch. No, no, no, Madam, his Lordſhip knows very 
well, that + oper Oy * leave you to his 
Lordſhip, and fo we're provided — 8 

: Enter Gount-Bellaeis, ant 2 

Count. Meſdames & Meſjieurs. I am your Servant 
trice humble: I heat you be rob here. 

Aim. The Ladies have been in ſome Danger, Sir. 

Count. And begar, our Ian be rob too. 

Aim. Our Inn! By whom? 

Count. By the Landlord begar Garzoon he 
has rob hiwielf, and run away. 

Arch. Robb'u bimſelt! 

Count. Ay, begar, ard me too of a hundred Pound. 

Arch A hundred Pound! 

Count. Ves, that L ow'd him. 


Aim. 


grown ſtrange 
airy upon this Matter — — —My Lord, how dye— 


- — = SEE. ©. 3 
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79 
Ain. Our s gone, 1 
. ö 
7. 
1 — 
Fel. Is there one Martin here 


Arch. Ay, ay, —who wants him ? 

Fel. > 022 0 hone end © Lonce fad dim. 

Arch. (Taking the Bax.) Ha, ha, ha, whats here? 
Legerdemain ! By this Light my our again ; 
but this unfolds the Riddle. (Opening the Letter, reads.) 
Hum, hum, hum, ——O, it's for the publick Good, and 
muſt be communicated to the Company. 


Mr. Martin, | * 
Y Father being afraid of an Impeachment by the 
Rogues that are taken be, is gone off ; 1 if 
you can procure him a Pardon, he'll make great Diſcoveries 
that may be uſeful to the Country: Cou'd 1 have met you 
inflead of your Maufter to Night I wou'd have deliver'd my- 
Self into your Hands, with a Sum that much exceeds that 
in your Hrong Box, which I have ſent you, with an Aſ- 
furance ta my dear Martin, that I ball ever be bis maſt 
faithful Friend till Death. | 


There's a Billet doux for you——As for the Father, I 
think he ought to be encouraged, and for the Daughter 
—Pray, my Lord, periuade your Bride to take her into 
her Service inſtead of Gip/cy. 

Aim. I can aſſure you, Madam, your Deliverance was 
owing to her Diſcovery. 

Dor. Your Command, my Lord, will do without the 
Obligation. I'll take care of her. 

Sir Ch. This good Company meets opportunely in fa- 
vour of a Deſign | have in behalf of my unicitunate 

Siſter, I intend to par: her from her Huſband—Gentle- 

men, will you aft mc? 

Arch. Aſſiſt vou! death, who wou'd not? 

Count. Aſſiſt! Ga: zoon, we all aſſiſt. 


$ 5 | Enter 
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What's all this? They tell me, Spouſe, 
— that 

» Spouſe, was Pretty near it. Had 
5 — 


Count. | I apropo, ſot all dat. 
Sir Ch. You promis'd laſt Night, Sir, that you would 
deliver your Lady to me this Morning. | 
[A Sul Humph! 


* Humph! What do you mean by Humph ;— 
„ you ſhall deliver: In ſhort, Sir, we have fav'd 
how tn yo your Family; and if you are not civil we'll un- 


0 join with em, and fer fire to your 
ane — the Man mean ? Not part with 


Mrs. Sul. Hold, Gentlemen, all Things bere muſt 
move by Content, Compulſion wou'd ſpoil us; let my 
Dear and I talk the Matter over, and you ſhall judge be- 
tween us. 

Sul. Let me know firſt who are to be our Judges 
Pray. Sir, who are you ? 

dir Ch. I am vir Charles Freeman, come to take away 
your Wife. 

$ul. And you, good Sir? 

Ain. Charles Viſcount Ainwell, come to take away 
your diiter. 

Sul. And you pray, Sir? 

Arch. Francis Archer, Eſq; Come 

Sul. To take away my Mother, I hope Gentle- 
men, you're heaitily welcome; I never met with three 
more obliging People ſince | was born And now, my 
Dear, if you pleaſe yon ſhall have the firſt Word. 

Arch. And the laſt tor five Pound. 

Mrs. Sul. Spoule. 

Sil. Rib. 

Mrs. Sul. Haw long have we been marry'd ? 
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Madam, what did you marry for ? 
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Sul. By the Almanack fourteen Months —But by my 
1 — 
Mrs. Sul. Tis my \ 
| Count. Garzoon, their Account will agree. | 
Mrs. Sul. Pray, Spouſe, what did you marry for? 
- Sul. To get an Hei to my Eſtate. 
Sir Ch. And have you ſucceeded ? 
Sul. No. 


Arch. The Condition fails of his fide Pray, 


Mrs. Sul. To ſupport the Weakneſs of my Sex by the 
Strength of his, and to enjoy the Pleaſures of an agree- 
able Society. 

Sir Ch. Are your ExpeQations anſwer'd? = 

Mrs. Su. No. 

Count, A clear Cafe, a clear Caſe. * 

Sir Ch. What are the Bars to your mutual Content- 
ment ? 
on. Sul. In the firſt Place I can't drink Ale yith 

im. n 

Sul. Nor can I drink Tea with her. 

Mes. Ful. I can't hunt with you: 

Jul. Nor can I Dance with you. Þ - + 

Mrs. Sul. | hate Cocking and Racing. 

Sul. I abhor Ombre and Picquet. 

Mrs. Sul. Your Silence is intolerable. 


- 


Sul. Your Prating is worſe. a 
Mrs. Sul. Have we not been a perpetual Offence to 
h other A gnawing Vulture at the Heart? 

Sul. A frightful Goblin to the Stght. 

Mrs. Sul. A Porcupine to the Feeling. 

_ Sul. Perpetual Wormwood to the 


away 
Mrs. Sul. North. 
Mrs. 
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Mrs. Sel. Eaſt. 

Sul. Weſt —Far as the Poles aſſunder. 

Count. Begar the be vera pretty. 

Sir Ch. Now, Mr. Sullen, there wants only my Sifter's 
Fortune to make us eaſy. 

Sul. Sir Charles, you love your Siſter, and I love her 
Fortune ; every one to his Fancy. n 

Zreb. Then you won't refund ? 


Su/. Not a St * 1 
| ch. Then I find, Madam, you mutt e en go to your 
Priſon again. 


Gowns What is the Portion. 
Sir Ch. Ten thouſand Pound, Sir. 
* Fil pay it, and ſhe ſhall go 


wid me. 8 
Fh. Ha, ha, ha, French all over—iUo you know, 
Sir, what Ten thouſand Pound Engliſh is? 
Count. No, begar, not jeilement. 
arch. Why, it, 'tis a hundred thouſand Livres. 
Count. A hundred thouſand Livres—A Garzoon, me 
canno do't; your Beauties and their Fortunes are both too 
mmol: Go LE 2 5 
„ Arch. his Night's Adventure has 
ov'd ſtrangely lucky to us all For Captain Gib- 
et in his walk has made bold, Mr. Sullen, with your Stu- 
dy and Eſcrutore, and had taken out all the Writings of 
our Eſtate, ali the Articles of Marriage with this Lady, 
Bills, Bonds, Leaſes, Receipts to an infinite Value, I 
took em from him, and I deliver them to ir Charles. 
[Gives bim a Parcel of Papers and Parchments. 
Sul. How, my Writings! my Head akes conſumedly 
| — Well, Gentlemen, you ſhall have her Fortune, but 1 
can't talk. If you have a Mind, Sir Charles, to be werry, 
and celebrate my Sitter's Wedding, and my Divorce, yuu 
may command my Houſe—but my Head akes contumedly 


r | — 
Arch. Madam, (T. Mrs. Sullen.) there's a Country 
Dance to the Trifle that I ſung to Day; your Hand, and 


el lead i 


Here 


— ; Both happy in their ſew'ral States we find, 
Thoſe parted by Conſent, and thoſe conjoin'd. 
Conſent, if mutual, ſaves the Lawyer's Fee, 
Conſent is Law enough to ſet you free. 


EPILOGUE 


Deſign'd to be ſpoke in the Bx AUA SrRAT ACN. 


F to our Play your Tudgment can't be hind, 
Let its expiring Author pity find. 
Survey his mournful Coſt with melting Eyes, 
Nor let the Bard be damn d before be Dies; 
Farbear, ye Fair on bis laft Scene to frown, 
But his true Exit with a plaudit Crown ; 
SR——_ the dying Poet ceaſe to fear 
Tb Knell, while your Applauſe be bears, 
Ae LeuQtra/o, the Cong'ring dy'd, 
Claim'd his Friends Praiſes, but their Tears deny d: 
Pleas'd in the Pangs of Death be greatly thought 
Conqueſt with lo/s of Life but <peaply bought. 
The Diff rence this, the Greek was due wwou'd fight, | 


As brave, tho not ſo gay as Serjeant Kite. 
Sens of Will's what's that to thoſe who write ? 

To Thebes alone the Grecian ow'd bis Bays, 

You may the Bard above the Hero raiſe, | 

Since yours is greater than Athenian Praiſe. 


